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®f>e  Spare  13eH. 

That  truth  transcends  fiction — that  the  freaks  of  ima¬ 
gination  are  outdone  by  those  of  nature — that  caricature  is 
itself  caricatured,  is  an  opinion  that  none  will  dispute,  who 
have,  been  steady  observers  of  mankind.  We  have  seen  an 
Adonis  contemplating  one  of  the  whimsical  figures  of 
Cruikshank,  of  which  his  own  individual  shanks  were  the 
tow-ideal ;  and  heard  him  rail  at  the  humorist  for  having 
libelled  Dame  Nature.  In  the  closet  and  on  the  stage  we 
never  met  with  such  extravagant  folly,  such  sheer  stupi¬ 
dity,  as  in  real  life  :  yet,  as  the  greatest  and  most  incurable 
fools  are  they  who  are  fools  without  knowing  it,  folly 
never  receives  justice  at  the  hands  of  its  votaries.  Of  the 
many  cocknies  who  have  laughed  at  scenic  representations 
of  themselves,  how  very  few  have  recognised  their  own  ri¬ 
diculous  portrait ! 

It  is  amusing  to  see  what  ludicrous  ignorance  of  Pope’s 
maxim,  “ Know  Thyself”  will  occasionally  break  out, 
even  though  “  the  schoolmaster  is  abroad.”  A  march-of- 
inteliect  dustman,  during  the  late  Finsbury  election,  was 
politely  asked  by  an  intelligent  master-sweep  if  he  voted 
for  Wakley.  “  No,”  responded  the  patriotic  ten-pounder, 
“  I  wotes  for  Duncombe  :  none  but  the  lower  orders  wotes 
for  Wakley  1” 

Mr.  Peter  Pigeonwiddy,  the  hero  of  this  farce,  is  just  in 
that  blissful  state  of  ignorance  to  which  we  have  been  al¬ 
luding.  Nothing  will  persuade  him  that  he  is  not  an 
Adonis  in  person,  and  a  Solomon  in  wisdom  ;  that  his 
vulgar  freedom  is  not  an  easy  address,  and  his  cockney 
jargon  a  happy  flow  of  language.  Mr.  Pigeonwiddy  reads 
an  advertisement  from  General  Dorval,  an  old  eccentric, 
requiring  a  suitable  husband  for  his  ward,  a  young  lady  of 
great  beauty  and  riches  ;  and,  being  a  gentleman  of  no 
small  pretensions,  he  answers  it ;  receives  an  invitation  to 
pick  a  bone  with  the  advertiser  at  Brighton  ;  sets  out  on 
his  journey ;  arrives  safe  and  sound  ;  sees  his  majesty, 
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King  Neptune,  for  the  first  time,  with  cockney  wonder¬ 
ment  ;  and  encounters  Captain  Dorval,  the  runaway  son 
of  the  general,  wdio  swrallowrs  his  tea,  and  eats  up  his  rolls 
and  butter,  much  after  the  fashion  of  Jeremy  Diddler,  at 
the  dejeune  of  little  Fainwood.  Captain  Ardent,  a  lover 
of  Clarinda’s,  in  answer  to  a  rider  to  the  said  advertise¬ 
ment,  requiring  an  active,  good-looking  young  fellow  for  a 
footman,  applies  for  the  place  under  the  plebeian  name  of 
John  Hopkins ;  wins  the  good  graces  of  Mrs.  Hurricane, 
the  general’s  sister  and  factotum ;  and  commences  his 
probation  by  handing  a  glass  of  wine  to  his  rival,  Captain 
Dorval,  and  getting  well  rated  by  all  parties  for  his  awk¬ 
wardness.  His  patience,  however,  brooks  but  a  short 
trial,  and  he  throws  off  the  mask.  Mr.  Pigeonwiddy,  by 
the  cross  delivery  of  a  letter  by  a  blundering  French  valet, 
is  mistaken  by  the  general  for  a  military  man  ;  and, 
though  his  air,  address,  and  phraseology,  give  the  lie  to 
the  assumption,  the  old  soldier  good-humoredly  attributes 
these  apparent  contradictions  to  the  amiable  desire  of  our 
miniature  Mars  not  to  appear  too  pompous  and  profes¬ 
sional  ;  and  his  gross  gluttony,  which  develops  itself  in  a 
variety  of  ludicrous  forms,  he  considers  a  peculiar  eccentri¬ 
city,  for  which  his  own  ruling  passion  suggests  an  ample 
apology.  The  couple  (paired,  but  not  matched)  are  to  be 
married  to-morrow  ;  and  Counsellor  Flaw  is  deputed  to 
draw  up  the  little  delicate  preliminaries.  Now,  the  coun¬ 
seller  is  the  ci-devant  John  Hopkins  in  masquerade. — 
What  service  has  the  cockney  Trojan  seen  ? — Seven  years 
for  his  master,  and  six  on  his  own  account  !  What  com¬ 
pany  does  he  belong  to  ? — The  tallow'-chandlers’  !  Has 
he  particularly  distinguished  himself  in  the  field  ? — St. 
George’s  Fields  have  hitherto  been  the  scene  of  his  ex¬ 
ploits  !  Doubtless  he  is  a  distinguished  officer  in  the  ser¬ 
vice  of  Great  Britain  ? — He  is  a  distinguished  officer  of 
Little  Britain — constable  of  the  night !  ’Tis  a  rough 
evening  ;  and  the  general  w  ill  not  permit  Peter  Pigeon¬ 
widdy  to  put  his  precious  person  in  jeopardy  by  quitting 
the  house.  A  bed — a  spare  bed,  is  prepared  for  him,  into 
which  he  plunges  ;  but  the  thought  of  the  cash  he  has  lost 
at  cards  haunts  his  imagination  ;  a  hollow  groan  sounds 
in  his  ear,  and  John  Hopkins  stalks  into  the  chamber  as  a 
somnambulist,  and  reveals  a  horrible  plot  for  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  the  unsuspecting  Peter.  Captain  Dorval,  enraged 
that  his  rival,  John  Hopkins,  should  have  stolen  a  march 
on  him,  comes  ready  armed  with  pistols  to  demand  satis- 
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faction  at  that  unseasonable  hour  ;  and,  hearing  a  voice 
proceed  trom  beneath  the  blankets,  and  seeing  the  bed 
curtains  move,  concludes  there  are  thieves  in  the  house, 
and  fires.  This  drives  Pigeonwiddy  from  his  snuggery 
head-foremost  into  a  shower-bath  ;  the  house  is  raised  ; 
the  dramatis  persoiue  rush  from  their  several  quarters  ; 
Captain  Ardent  and  Miss  Clarinda  become  man  and  wife  ; 
and  Peter  propitiates  the  audience,  by  craving  permission 
to  occupy  the  spare  bed  for  many  nights  to  come. 

This  farce  was  accepted  by  Mr.  Price  when  lessee  of 
Drury  Lane  ;  and  the  characters  were  thus  cast  by  him  : 
Jean  Jacques,  Mr.  Mathews;  General  Dorval,  Mr.  Far- 
ren ;  Pigeonwiddy,  Mr.  Liston  ;  Captain  Ardent,  Mr. 
Jones  ;  with  the  present  Countess  of  Harrington  and  Mrs. 
Glover  for  the  principal  ladies.  But  a  manager's  cast  re¬ 
ceives  much  such  an  echo  from  the  green-room  as  the  ce¬ 
lebrated  Irish  echo  to  “How  do  you  do?” — “ Pretty 
well,  I  thank  you!"  The  farce  was  for  some  reasons 
withdrawn  by  the  author,  and  subsequently  produced  with 
success  at  the  Victoria.  It  was  then  transferred  to  the 
Adelphi,  where  it  became  a  favourite  ;  and  its  run  was 
only  interrupted  by  Mr.  Wood,  who  played  Captain 
Dorval,  accidentally  firing  off  his  pistol  full  in  the  face  of 
Pigeonwiddy,  Mr.  Keeley.  Fortunately,  this  popular  actor 
received  but  little  injury  ;  his  vivacity  and  good  looks  were 
soon  restored.  It  cannot,  however,  be  said  that  Peter, 
cockney  as  he  is,  has  not  smelt  powder ! 

The  character  lost  nothing  by  its  transfer.  The  vulga¬ 
rity  and  insignificance  of  the  amorous  melter  could  hardly 
have  been  better  represented  than  by  this  droll  epitome  of 
a  comedian.  An  arrant  cockney  (like  a  cuckold)  should 
always  be  a  little  man ;  illiterate  and  self-conceited,  prig¬ 
gish  and  punchy. 

d. — g. 


(Inst  of  ti)£  Characters, 


As  Performed  at  the  Royal  Victoria  Theatre ,  July  8, 1833. 


General  Dorval  { an  eccentric  old  Soldier ) 

Captain  Dorval  { his  Son ) 

Captain  Ardent  {in  love 
suming  the  disguises 
Counsellor  Flaw) 

Mr.  Peter  Pigeonwiddy  {a  London  Tallow-Chand¬ 
ler)  . 

Dingle  {a  Landlord) 

Jean  Jacques  {a  French  Valet)  .... 


with  Clarinda,  and  as- 
of  John  Hopkins  and 


Mr.  Chippendale. 
Mr.  Wood. 

Mr.  Abbott. 

Mr.  Keeley. 

Mr.  Addison. 

Mr.  Tumour. 


Mrs.  Hurricane  {Sister  to  the  General) 
Clarinda  {her  Niece) 

Perditta  {a  Waiting  Woman) 


Mrs  Garrick. 
Miss  Sidney. 
Miss  Somerville. 


Costume. 

GENERAL  DORVAL.— General’s  full  dress  uniform. 

CAPTAIN  DORVAL.— Black  frock  coat— light  waistcoat— black 
pantaloons — Hessian  boots. 

CAPTAIN  ARDENT. — First  dress:  Blue  dress  coat— velvet  vest 
—  white  trousers.  Second  dress:  Suit  of  dress  livery.  Third  dress: 
Counsellor’s  wig  and  gown. 

PIGEONWIDDY.— Small  French  hat— green  coat— pantaloons— 
red  waistcoat. 

DINGLE.— Landlord’s  dress. 

JEAN  JACQUES— French  valet’s  dress. 

MRS.  HURRICANE.— White  muslin  dress. 

CLARINDA.— Elegant  silk  undress. 

PE RDITA.— Servant  maid’s  dress. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left ;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.  D.  F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat ;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  hint;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.D.  Left  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

%*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


THE  SPARE  BED 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — The  Interior  of  an  Inn  at  Brighton — table 
and  table-cloth,  with  a  hand-bell,  two  chairs ,  fyc. 

Enter  Captain  Dorval  and  Captain  Ardent,  followed 

by  Dingle,  l. 

Din.  On  my  honour,  gentlemen,  the  apartments  are  en¬ 
gaged  ;  I  really  cannot  accommodate  you. 

Cap.  D.  Zounds,  fellow !  what  are  you  talking  about  ? 
Not  accommodate  us  !  We  will  see  that  presently.  [ Taking 
a  chair.]  Here  I  sit,  and  now  I’ll  trouble  you  to  bring  up 
breakfast. 

Cap.  A.  So  say  I,  and  the  newspaper — d’ye  hear  ? 

Din.  Really,  gentlemen,  if  you  persist  in  staying,  I  can¬ 
not  help  it ;  but  allow  me  to  say,  when  the  gentleman  re¬ 
turns  who  has  engaged  the  room,  there  will  be  a  pretty 
rumpus  ;  there’s  his  breakfast. 

Cap.  D.  Pray,  Dingle,  where  lives  General  Dorval  ? 

Din.  General  Dorval  ?  Hang  General  Dorval ! 

Cap.D.  [Aside.]  Hang  my  father  !  What  can  this  inso¬ 
lence  mean  ?  [To  Dingle.]  Why  speak  thus  harshly  of  the 
general  ?  what  has  he  done  to  offend  you,  landlord  ? 

Cap.  A.  Aye  ;  what  has  the  old  boy  done  to  offend  you, 
friend  Bundle  ? 

Din.  Dingle,  if  you  please,  sir.  Why,  gentlemen,  his 
whims  and  eccentricities  will  be  the  ruin  of  us  poor  tavern- 
keepers  ;  my  trade  is  nothing  now. 

Cap.  D.  Aye  ;  how  so  ? 

Din.  Why,  he  keeps  what  he  calls  “  open  house”  all  the 
year  round  ;  everybody  puts  up  at  the  General’s ;  I  have 
been  baulked  twenty  times  a  day  on  his  account ;  his  gar¬ 
dens — his  beds — his  wines — his  horses — are  at  everybody’s 
service;  in  short,  gentlemen,  nothing  is  heard  of  but. Ge¬ 
neral  Dorval  and  his  confounded  hospitality ! 


|()  the  spare  bed.  [  act  i. 

Cap.  I).  [Aside.]  Eccentric  father!  [Aloud.]  What 
family  has  the  general,  landlord  ? 

Din.  None,  sir ;  he  had  a  son  once,  but  they  do  say  he 
ran  away  years  ago,  and  has  not  been  heard  of  since. 

Cap.  A.  But  who  is  the  beautiful  young  creature  I  saw 
with  him  in  his  old-fashioned  cab,  yesterday  ? 

Din.  That,  sir,  is  a  young  lady  of  great  wealth,  to  whom 
he  is  guardian ;  but  he’s  mad,  sir — he’s  mad. 

Cap.  D.  [Loudly.]  Mad!  Fire  and  fury  !  wdiat  the  devil 
makes  you  think  him  mad  ? 

Din.  That,  sir.  [Pulling  a  newspaper  from  his  pocket , 
and  giving  it  to  Dorval.]  Read  the  advertisement  at  the 
head  of  the  first  column,  and  if  you  do  not  say  he  is  as  mad 
as  a  March  hare,  why  my  name  is  not  Dingle.  [A  bell  rings 
without ,  l.]  Coming,  sir.  [Exit,  l. 

Cop.  D.  W’hat  could  the  fellow  mean  by  the  advertise¬ 
ment?  Surely,  my  father  has  not  been  advertising  me. 
Cast  your  eye  over  the  paper,  Harry. 

Cap.  A.  WTth  all  my  heart.  Let  me  see.  [Reading.] 
“  Ten  pounds  reward" — “  wanted ” — “  stolen ” — “  to  be 
1st" — “  to  be  sold" — “  mat — matrimony — ” 

Cap.  D.  Go  on  ;  wdiy  stop  at  matrimony  ? 

Cap.  A.  "Why,  most  people  do  stop  there,  Frank  :  but  to 
proceed  with  the  advertisement.  [Reading.]  “  To  gentle¬ 
men  wishing  to  form  matrimonial  alliances.  The  guardian 
of  a  young  lady  of  birth  and  fortune  wishes  to  see  her  set¬ 
tled  in  life,  and  takes  this  opportunity  of  inviting  the  at¬ 
tention  of  gentlemen  possessing  honour  and  integrity  ;  apply 
by  letter,  in  this  first  instance,  to  General  Dorval,  Shore- 
ham  house ,  near  Brighton;  when,  if  approved,  he  will  be 
introduced  directly."  There’s  a  chance  ! 

Cap.  D.  Laconic,  upon  my  word  ! 

Cap.  A.  [Laughing .]  Why,  Frank,  this  is  the  very  ad¬ 
vertisement  I  saw  in  the  London  newspapers,  by  Jove  !  I 
little  thought  it  wfas  the  eccentric  dog  of  whom  we  had  been 
always  talking. 

Cap.  D.  It  is  indeed  ;  for,  although  you  have  known  me 
only  at  Harrington,  Hal,  as  Frank  Bravely,  I  can  assure 
you  I  have  a  legal  claim  to  the  name,  titles,  and  estates  of 
Dorval.  That  parent’s  eccentricities  alone  drove  me  from 
home  ;  but  I  am  now  returned  to  claim  my  right,  and,  what 
I  value  more  than  life  itself,  my  adored  Clarinda. 

Cap.  A.  If  it  be  your  father’s  ward  you  mean,  l  shall 
expect  that  you  will  intercede  for  me. 

Cap.  D.  Intercede  for  you!  What  next,  1  wonder?  No, 
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no,  Captain  Ardent ;  you  must  resign  all  pretensions  to 
that  young  lady. 

Cap.  A.  Or  scrape  an  acquaintance  with  your  pistols. 
Well,  1  am  quite  ready  to  contest  the  point. 

Cap.  ]).  Nay,  I  am  serious.  Miss  Clarinda  was  my  play¬ 
mate — my  first  love  ;  we  swore  eternal  constancy  the  night 
before  I  left.  I  think  I  see  her  now :  there  she  stood, 
waving  her  white  handkerchief  in  the  air,  whilst  1 - 

Cap.  A.  Pray,  captain,  how  often  have  you  written  to 
your  adored  ? 

Cap.  D.  Not  once ;  I  dreaded  my  father’s  anger. 

Cap.  A.  Why,  you  unconscionable  dog  !  you  neglect  a 
beautiful  creature  for  seven  years,  and  then  have  the  vanity 
to  rely  on  her  constancy  the  whole  of  that  time,  forgetting 
that  it  was  possible  she  might  see  your  most  obedient,  very 
humble  servant ! 

Cap.  D.  I  have  no  fears  on  that  head  ;  to  prove  it,  I  will 
go  instantly  to  my  father’s. 

Cap.  A.  Be  not  rash  ;  I  have  a  better  project.  You  say 
you  do  not  doubt  the  young  lady’s  constancy — I  do  ;  we 
will  start  fair  on  this  occasion  :  you  shall  answer  papa’s  ad¬ 
vertisement — I  will  also. — But  let  us  see  how  runs  the 
paragraph.  Bless  me  !  what  have  we  here  ?  An  adden¬ 
dum  I  declare — shall  I  read  ? 

Cap.  D.  By  all  means  ;  read  to  the  end  of  the  folly,  sir. 

Cap.  A.  [. Reading .]  “  Wanted  also ,  in  the  same  family , 
a  smart,  active,  good-looking  young  man  as  footman ;  one 
who  can  be  well  recommended  for  honesty,  sobriety,  and 
general  good  conduct,  may  apply  to  the  housekeeper ;  a 
twelvemonth's  character  is  essential .”  An  odd  thought 
strikes  me — you  shall  apply  for  the  lady,  I  will  apply  for 
the  place. 

Cap.  D.  You  apply  for  the  place,  Harry  ? 

Cap.  A.  Yes;  am  I  not  a  smart,  active,  good-looking 
young  man  ? 

Cap.  D.  Certainly ;  but  I  cannot  say  much  for  your 
honesty,  sobriety,  nor  general  good  conduct ;  and  where 
you  are  to  get  a  character  from,  the  lord  only  knows. 

Cap.  A.  Never  mind  that ;  greater  folks  than  I  get  and 
retain  places  without  any  character  at  all. 

Cap.  D.  Well,  then,  to  business.  [ Ringing  the  bell. J 
Here,  landlord  ! 

Re-enter  Dingle,  l. 

Pens,  ink,  and  paper ! 


12  the  spare  bed.  [act  t. 

Din.  Directly,  gentlemen.  [ Aside .]  W ell,  I  declare,  they 

are  both  going  to  offer  themselves  ! 

[Exit,  l.,  and  returns  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 

Cap.  A.  Mind,  Frank,  whoever  is  the  fortunate  man 
meets  with  no  obstacle  in  his  rival. 

Cap.  D.  Certainly  not ;  whoever  is  lucky  enough  to  suc¬ 
ceed  in  carrying  off  the  lady,  enjoys  undisturbed  possession. 
[Sitting.]  Now  for  my  letter. 

Cap.  A.  [Sitting.]  And  now  for  mine. 

Din.  [Aside,  arranging  the  tables,  and  dusting  the 
chairs.]  Yes,  I  declare  my  gentlemen  are  both  going  to  try 
their  luck.  A  couple  of  needy  adventurers.  I’ll  be  bound 
for  it ;  I  must  keep  a  sharp  look  out  after  their  score,  or 
they’ll  bolt  out  of  the  window,  like  the  ducks  and  green 
peas  last  Sunday  afternoon.  [Bell  rings  without.]  Coming, 
sir,  coming  !  [Exit,  l. 

Cap.  D.  That  will  do.  But,  Harry,  are  we  to  have  se¬ 
crets  and  concealments  ? 

Cap.  A.  By  no  means  :  if  you  will  read  me  your  billet- 
doux,  I  will  as  readily  read  you  mine. 

Cap.  D.  With  all  my  heart ;  come,  you  begin. 

Cap.  A.  This  runs  my  letter.  [Reading.]  “  John  Hop¬ 
kins  presents  his  respectful  compliments  to  the  house¬ 
keeper,  and  will  have  the  honour  to  wait  upon  her  in  re¬ 
ference  to  an  advertisement  for  a  footman,  in  this  dag's 
paper,  whenever  it  mag  suit  her  convenience  to  favour  him 
with  an  interview.  J.  H.  lived  five  gears  with  the  Coun¬ 
tess  Dowager  of  Dashawag,  and  onlg  left  because  her  ladg  - 
ship  most  unexpectedly  thought  fit  to  limit  her  servants' 
white  kid  gloves,  and  would  allow  no  cigar  smoking.  J.  H. 
can  give  the  most  unexceptionable  references,  and  has  no 
objection  to  make  himself  generallg  useful  in  the  family." 
There,  what  think  you  of  that  ? 

Cap.  D.  Very  good,  indeed.  Now  listen  to  mine. — 
[Reading.]  “  Sir,  from  the  laconic  style  of  your  adver¬ 
tisement  in  the  country  paper,  I  am  induced  to  think  that 
my  credentials  will  meet  your  approval.  Address,  Captain 
Bravely,  Ship  Hotel."  Now,  having  written  these  letters, 
how  the  devil  are  we  to  get  them  conveyed  ? 

Cap.  A.  I  shall  play  Mr.  Walker  for  once,  and  be  my 
own  postman. 

Cap.  D.  What,  go  in  that  dress  ? 

Cap.  A.  [Laughingly .]  Not  exactly ;  I  may,  perhaps, 
turn  my  coat  a  little  ;  a  mode  rather  fashionable,  you  know, 
when  there  is  a  chance  of  getting  a  place.  So  good  morrow 
to  von  Captain  Bravely. 
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Cap.  I).  Your  most  obedient,  John  Hopkins!  my  com¬ 
pliments  to  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Dashaway !  [Exit 
Captain  Ardent ,  l.]  And  now  I  will  send  a  messenger  with 
my  letter.  Knowing  so  well  my  father’s  own  peculiar  style, 
I  should  not  wonder  if  he  sent  me  an  invitation ;  but,  if 
not,  no  matter :  1  will  get  into  the  house,  flatter  Cla¬ 
rinda,  wheedle  my  old  aunt,  and,  with  women  on  my  side, 
egad  !  the  day  must  be  my  own.  [. Exit ,  L. 


SCENE  11. — An  Apartment  in  the  House  of  General 

Dorval. 

The  General  and  Mrs.  Hurricane  at  breakfast — 
Perdita  waiting ,  discovered. 

Gen.  (l.)  I  tell  you,  sister,  I  have  done  as  I  pleased. 

Mrs.  H.  (r.)  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  these  freaks,  brother, 
will  bring  disgrace  upon  our  family ;  but  here  comes  Cla- 
rinda,  late  as  usual. 

Enter  Clarinda,  r.,  and  sits. 

Gen.  Ah,  Clarinda !  the  advertisement  has  appeared  ;  I 
saw  it  in  a  very  clear,  bold,  legible  type ;  and  now,  my 
dear  girl,  you  may  safely  prepare  for  a  husband. 

Cla .  1  am  much  obliged  to  you,  sir ;  you  really  take  a 
great  deal  of  trouble  on  my  behalf.  [Aside,  sighing .]  Can 
this  be  serious  ? 

Gen.  1  have  got  two  answers  already. 

Mrs.H.  Two  fiddlesticks  !  You  returned  them  unopened, 
with  contempt,  I  hope,  brother,  as  they  deserved. 

Gen.  I  did  no  such  thing,  madam.  I  see  how  it  is  :  you 
and  that  jade,  there,  have  got  my  undutiful,  ungrateful  boy, 
Frank,  into  your  heads ;  but  I  am  resolved  he  shall  not 
have  the  girl.  [To  Clarinda .]  Come,  miss,  prepare  for  a 
husband. 

Cla.  So  I  will,  sir  ;  j [Aside.]  but  of  my  own  choosing. 

Mrs.  H.  Brother,  what  can  you  possibly  get  from  a 
newspaper,  except  a  good  cook  or  waiting  man  ?  I  warrant 
now,  you  wouldn’t  have  thought  of  such  a  thing  if  I  had 
not  advertised  for  a  young  man  in  place  of  John  Brown, 
whom  I  discharged  for  drunkenness. 

Gen.  Yes  ;  and  I  have  succeeded  for  you,  too,  sister;  the 
hall  is  filled  with  knights  of  the  shoulder  knot,  waiting  an 
audience  of  your  ladyship. — Hem  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Y  es  ;  I  have  received  a  letter  from  as  likely  a 
person  as  you  would  meet  with  in  a  thousand.  [To Perdita.'] 
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Pray,  girl,  is  there  a  person  waiting  below  calling  himself 
John  Hopkins? 

Per.  Yes,  madam;  and  John  Smith,  and  John  1  horn- 
son,  and  John  Wilson,  and  John  Jones,  and  half  a  dozen 
other  Johns. 

Mrs.  H.  What  sort  of  a  young  man  is  this  Hopkins  ?  He 
writes  a  good  hand,  and  says  he  has  lived  in  respectable 
families. 

Per.  Quite  a  fine  beau,  1  can  assure  you,  ma’am. 

Gen.  [Sipping  his  tea.']  The  puppy  ! 

Mrs.  H.  So  much  the  better  ;  I  like  a  fellow  who  dresses 
well,  and  is  used  to  genteel  society.  Bid  him  wait,  and  tell 
the  others  to  call  some  days  hence. 

Per.  Yes,  ma’am.  [Exit,  r. 

Mrs.  H.  You  must  excuse  me,  brother,  but  you  picked 
me  out  last  time  such  a  monster,  that  1  am  determined  to 
choose  for  myself.  [Exit,  r. 

Gen.  Aye,  some  jackanapes,  whose  neck  I  shall  be  com¬ 
pelled  to  break  one  of  these  days.  [ Clarinda  sighs.]  Hey¬ 
day  !  Miss,  what  was  that  sigh  for  ? 

Cla.  Nothing,  sir  ;  I  was — 1  was — only  just  thinking  of 
the  letters  you  say  you  have  received. 

Gen.  [Taking  letters  from  his  pocket.]  You  shall  read 
them,  Clarinda;  you  shall  read  them.  [Giving  a  letter.] 
Read  that  first ;  it  is  from  an  officer,  Captain  Bravely. 
There,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  my  love  ? 

Cla.  [Having  read  it.]  Think  of  it,  sir  ?  It  is  too  con¬ 
temptible  for  thought.  Pray  what  answer  did  you  send 
back  to  the  impertinent  fellow  ? 

Gen.  Impertinent  fellow,  indeed !  it  strikes  me  very 
forcibly,  miss,  that  this  impertinent  fellow,  as  you  call  him, 
will  one  day  be  your  husband.  I  have  sent  him  an  invita¬ 
tion  to  pick  a  bone  with  us  at  five  o’clock  ;  he  shall  dine 
with  us — tea  with  us — sup  with  us — and,  egad  !  if  I  like 
him,  I  will  pop  him  into  the  spare  bed  for  the  night. 

Cla.  And  have  you  invited  the  other  gentleman  also, 
sir  ?  Will  you  pop  him  into  the  spare  bed  for  the  night, 
too  ?  Ha  1  ha !  dear  me,  you  have  made  me  run  the 
needle  into  my  fingers. 

Gen.  Not  I,  indeed !  I  can’t  help  smilling  when  I  think 
of  his  epistle  ;  here  it  is  written  on  half  a  sheet  of  foolscap, 
and  sealed  with  a  sixpence.  [Putting  on  his  glasses  and 
reading.]  “  Sir,  I  have  got  a  tidy  business ;  if  your  young 
woman  hits  my  fancy,  I  xvill  have  her ;  and  I  begs  to  say, 
I  am  a  chap  as  can  come  down  with  the  ready please  to 
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send  your  answer  to  Peter  Piyeonwiddy ,  at  the  Ship  Hotel, 
in  the  town  of  Brighton .”  That’s  what  some  people 
would  call  short  and  sweet,  my  dear  girl. 

Cla.  It  is  a  just  reproof  for  your  folly,  sir.  [Significant- 
ly ,  and  with  emphasis.]  Pray,  what  answer  did  you  send 
the  gentleman  who  lays  claim  to  such  a  delightful  name  as 
Pigeonwiddy  ? 

Gen.  By  way  of  a  joke,  I  sent  the  man  word  you  had  be¬ 
come  a  wife  two  days  prior  to  the  arrival  ot  his  kind  ofter. 

Cla.  Upon  my  word,  general,  you  take  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  on  my  account ;  but  to  be  serious,  sir,  are  you  not 
aware  that  we  shall  be  paragraphed  in  the  newspapers  ? 

Gen.  I  must  confess  I  am  not  very  ambitious  of  that 
honour ;  but  you  anticipate  such  notoriety,  Clarinda. 

Cla.  I  do,  indeed  sir  ;  you  cannot  think  what  an  enviable 
situation  a  lady  is  in  who  becomes  the  target  of  a  random 
editor.  They  begin  with  a  modest  inuendo  :  “We  hear  that 
a  certain  lady,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  Brighton,  is  under 
the  control  of  a  guardian  who  exercises  a  most  unwarran¬ 
table  power  over  all  her  actions.” 

Gen.  D — n  their  impertinence  !  If  they  had  said  one  iota 
more,  I  would  have  moved  the  court  of  King’s  Bench  fora 
criminal  information. 

Cla.  Yes,  but  they  have  said  one  iota  more,  sir.  I  came 
out  at  full  length  yesterday  in  their  notices  to  correspon¬ 
dents  : — “  We  would  advise  the  friends  of  Miss  Audley  to 
open  a  commission  of  lunacy  against  her  guardian,  as  no 
man  in  his  sober  senses  would  subject  a  lady  of  delicate  sen¬ 
sibilities  to  such  continual  annoyances.”  That’s  speaking 
out,  sir,  isn’t  it  ? 

Gen.  I  will  ask  advice  upon  that  paragraph,  depend  on’t ; 
my  only  wish  is  to  see  you  settled,  and  so  I  will  tell  the 
captain,  for  whose  reception,  by  the  bye,  I  must  now  pre¬ 
pare  ;  and,  there’s  a  dear  girl !  don’t  oppose  the  wishes  of 
a  fond,  affectionate  guardian.  [Rises. 

Cla.  But,  sir — consider,  sir - 

Gen.  [Interrupting  her.]  Stuff!  nonsense! — I’ll  con¬ 
sider  nothing !  [Exit,  l. 

Cla.  Is  it  possible  ?  Can  he  be  serious  ?  I  must  prevent 
this  dreaded  interview,  or  become  the  ridicule  of - 

Mrs.  Hurricane.  [Without.]  This  way,  young  man  ! 

Enter  Mrs.  Hurricane,  l.,  followed  by  Captain  Ar¬ 
dent  in  a  suit  of  livery. 

Cla.  [Aside.]  Heavens  !  Captain  Ardent !  I  tremble  ! 

b  2 
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Mm.  H.  Goodness  gracious,  child  !  what  ails  you  r  '1  his 
young  person  is  your  waiting  man  ;  1  hope  he  will  tieat  you 
with  more  attention  and  respect  than  your  last. 

Cap.  A.  It  will  be  my  pride— my  duty,  madam,  to  obey 
you  ;  and  as  for  the  young  lady,  I  should,  indeed,  be  want¬ 
ing  in  the  respect  which  is  due  to  her,  it  I  did  not  make  it 
my  study  to  watch  her  very  looks.  [ Significantly . ]  Yes, 
her  very  looks. 

Mrs.  H.  A  sweet  spoken  youth,  truly.  Pray,  John  Hop¬ 
kins,  have  you  been  long  accustomed  to  wait  upon  the 
ladies  ?  Ask  him,  child,  what  he  can  do  ? 

Cla.  [Confused.]  I— I— do— do  not  think  he  is  a  person 
at  all  fitted  for  his  situation.  Dear  !  no  ;  he  won’t  do  at  all, 
aunt ;  I  am — sure — he  won’t. 

Mrs.  H.  Heyday  1  and  why  not  ?  He  tells  me  he  can 
do  much.  You  can  clean  plate  nicely,  I  dare  say,  Hopkins  ? 

Cap.  A.  Extremely  well,  madam. 

Mrs.  H.  Deliver  letters,  without  thumb-marking  the 
outsides  ? 

Cap.  A.  Scarcely  touch  them,  madam. 

Mrs.  H.  And  when  walking  behind  your  young  lady,  if 
a  rude  fellow  should  stare,  or  otherwise  misbehave  himself, 
you  would  not  hesitate  to  knock  him  down  ? 

Cap.  A.  [Eagerly.]  Madam,  I  would  annihilate  him! 
Did  he  presume  to  open  his  eyes,  I  would  run  my  sword 
through  his  body  1 

Mrs.  H.  Your  sword,  John  Hopkins  ? 

Cap.  A.  That  is,  my  cane,  madam.  I  have  fought  eleven 
duels  already. 

Cla.  Duels,  young  man  ? 

Cup.  A.  That  is,  pitched  battles.  Shall  I  give  your  lady¬ 
ship  the  particulars  ? 

Mrs.  H.  No,  no  ;  some  other  time,  Hopkins.  We  expect 
company  to-day,  and  as  the  dinner  services  have  been  some¬ 
what  neglected  of  late,  suppose  you  give  us  a  specimen  of 
you  skill  by  polishing  them  up  a  little.  Do  you,  Clarinda, 
show  him  into  the  plate-closet,  and  when  you  have  done 
with  him,  send  him  up  to  the  housekeeper’s  room,  and  I’ll 
finish  him.  [Exit,  r. 

Cap.  A.  [[Looking  off,  R.]  Pray  take  care  of  the  step, 
madam.  [Closes  the  door,  and  then  throwing  himself  on  his 
knees  to  Clarinda.]  Forgive  me,  my  dearest  angel,  for 
masquerading!  forgive  this  deception,  by  which  alone  1 
have  obtained  admission  to  your  presence ! 

Cla.  Rise,  Captain  Ardent ;  I  am  more  hurt  than  angry 
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at  your  imprudence.  For  heaven’s  sake,  what  is  it  you 
mean  to  do  ? 

Cap.  A.  Worship  this  badge  of  livery  for  ever,  since  it 
will  enable  me  to  gaze  uninterruptedly  upon  your  charms. 
Ah  1  believe  me,  madam,  when  I  assert,  that  I’m  resolved 
to  live  and  die  in  your  service,  [Rising.]  My  only  hope, 
my  only  wish,  is  to  be  near  your  person,  lest  the  eccentri¬ 
cities  of  your  relation  should  be  carried  too  far ;  for  that 
reason  I  assumed  this  disguise,  and - 

Cla.  Believing  your  motives  are  those  of  friendship,  I 
consent  to  accept  your  proffered  aid  ;  yet,  let  me  entreat 
of  you,  Captain  Ardent,  the  very  first  moment  you  can, 
throw  off  that  unbecoming  disguise,  and  defend  me  in  your 
proper  character  of  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman.  [Eocit,  r. 

Cap.  A.  A  fair  hit,  truly  1  [Throwing  himself  on  the 
sofa. ]  Now  to  collect  my  scattered  thoughts  together  for  a 
moment. 

Enter  Jean  Jacques,  with  a  letter ,  r. 

Jean.  By  gar,  vere  is  de  new  gentilhomme  ?  Me  vork 
him  direct !  [Seeing  Captain  Ardent. ]  Ah  1  ha !  vel,  dat 
is  comique—lie  is  von  lazy  dog  !  Sare '.  sare  !  you  no  sleep  ; 
you  brush  de  plate,  and  put  de  polish  on.  Pardonnez  moi, 
you  dog  1  [Slaps  the  Captain  on  the  back.']  Ha  !  ha  !  how 
you  like  dat  ? 

Cap.  A.  [Starting  up,  and  pushing  Jean  away .J  You 
impudent  rascal !  how  dare  you  lay  a  finger  upon  me,  when 
I  was  in  such  a  delightful  reverie  ?  [Shaking  him  violently.] 
You  rascal,  you !  ,  T  , 

Jean.  [Bawling  loudly.]  Mercy  !  mercy  !  Oh  .  1  sal 
be  killed  quite ! 

Enter  Perdita,  r. 

Per.  Well,  I’m  sure  !  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Cap.  A.  A  rascal!  to  touch  me  just  at  the  nick  of  time 
I  had  so  nicely  planned  everything!  [To  Perdita.]  Ah,  my 

pretty  girl !  and  who  are  you  ?  . 

Per.  Lady’s  maid,  Mr.  Hopkins  ;  my  mistress  desires 

that  you  should  follow  me  into  the  butler’s  room. 

Cap.  A.  That  I  will,  or  to  your  own,  my  love,  [Kissing 
her.]  with  your  leave,  Bridget — Jane — Sarah  or  what’s 

your  name  ?  _  „  TT 

Per.  [Aside.]  The  nice  man  !  [Aloud.]  Fie,  Mr.  Hop¬ 
kins  !  this  is  not  doing  your  work  ;  come  along. 

Cap.  A.  With  all  my  heart.  [Pushing  Jean  aside.]— 
Stand  out  of  the  way,  fellow  !  [Exit  with  Perdita,  u. 
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Jean.  Ma  foi !  dat  is  von  affront  to  my  lionour.  I  sal 
have  de  satisfac — I  sal  knock  his  nose  about  aud  pull  his 
head.  Got  dam  !  [Exit  in  a  passion,  u. 


SCENE  III. —  The  Inn,  the  same  as  Scene  /. — a  table 
and  two  chairs — breakfast ,  ham ,  6fc. 

Enter  Captain  Dorval,  with  a  letter,  u. 

Cap.  D.  Can  it  be  possible  ?  does  this  letter  speak  truly.'* 
Then  my  fair  cousin  is  really  married.  Harry  has  got  into 
the  house,  and  will  soon  know  the  fact ;  I  will  not  be  be¬ 
hind  hand  with  him,  for  I  am  resolved  to  go  myself.  So, 
so  !  my  rival  comes. 


Enter  Captain  Ardent,  l. 

In  the  name  of  fortune,  Harry,  where  have  you  been  to  ? 

Cap.  A.  My  place,  to  be  sure. 

Cap.  D.  What !  engaged  already  ? 

Cap.  A.  Yes,  for  a  year  certain,  and  a  quarter’s  warn¬ 
ing  at  the  end  of  that ;  there’s  a  lucky  dog,  for  you  ! 

Cap.  D.  How  did  you  manage,  man  ? 

Cap.  A.  Manage  !  Very  well ;  got  a  capital  character. 

Cap.  D.  How  the  deuce  did  you  get  it  ? 

Cap.  A.  Gave  a  guinea,  and  purchased  a  written  certifi¬ 
cate  in  the  dowager’s  handwriting  to  prove  that  1  was  the 
man  I  represented  myself;  no  one  could  decypher  the 
scrawl  ;  the  bait  took ;  I  was  engaged  by  a  very  nice  old 
lady,  who  stripped  me  directly,  and  popped  me  into  this 
party-coloured  suit,  just  as  you  see  me.  I  am  nowr  come  for 
my  bandboxes.  [Laughing.]  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Cap.  1).  Amazing!  Ihen  I  suppose  you  have  seen  my 
father  ? 

Cap.  A.  Don’t  talk  to  me  about  your  father  !  I  have  seen 
the  dear  idol  of  my  soul ;  1  am  to  ride  after  her  every  day. 
Only  think,  Frank,  of  the  fun,  when  we  gallop  in  the  lanes 
and  over  dreary  commons  ;  the  dear,  delightful  squeezes  1 

Cap.  I).  Mind  you  don’t  gallop  yourself  into  serious 
scrapes.  But  of  my  father — say - 

Cap  A.  0b. !  I  have  no  time  to  be  talking  of  your  fa¬ 
ther  ;  I  must  return,  for  I  have  promised  to  take  a  one 
o  clock  dinner  with  the  butler,  who  is  to  introduce  me  to 
the  rest  of  my  fellow-servants.  So,  your  most  obedient. 
Hollo!  boots!  wraiter  !  Writ 

Cap  D.  \\  hat  a  hurry  he  is  in  !  1  wished  to  have  asked 
him  a  thousand  questions.  Zounds  !  there  is  somebody  else 
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coming  up  stairs,  and,  as  I  live,  the  vulgar  hi  ute  who  had 
previously  engaged  this  room  1 

Enter  Peter  PiGEONwiDDy,  r.,  with  a  large  telescope , 

without  observing  Captain  Dorval,  who  is  at  breakfast. 

Peter.  I  have  seen  the  sea — my  eyes  !  what  a  sea  !  Sich 
colour,  too  !  it  was  like  as  if  a  hundred  bags  of  blue  had 
been  dipped  into  it.  What  a  roaring  it  made !  The  cannons 
in  the  park  on  the  king’s  birth-day  are  nothing  to  it.  Then 
the  chain  pier,  and  the  women — how  they  tittered  at  me  ! 
Mother  told  me  to  mind  my  manners,  and  I  should  be  sure 
to  pick  up  a  heiress  at  Brighton.  Then  the  sea  hair  makes 
one  so  hungry  !  [Seeing  Captain  Dorval.']  Well,  to  be  sure 
— here’s  a  chap  a  devouring  my  tea  !  and,  what  is  worser 
than  all,  1  have  got  to  pay  for  it !  But  1  suppose  I  must  be 
polite  in  Brighton.  [To  Captain  Dorval.]  Sir,  I  beg  to  say 
you  are  heartily  welcome — you  are  quite  welcome — and 
much  good  may  it  do  you  ! 

[Sits  r.  of  the  table ,  opposite  Captain  Dorval,  who 
takes  the  different  things  from,  him  without  per¬ 
ceiving  him. 

Cap.  D.  [Pretending  not  to  hear.]  Exellcent  tea !  I  never 
had  better  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life.  Really,  this  ham 
is  a  bonne-bouche !  the  Sussex  hills  give  a  man  an  enor¬ 
mous  appetite. 

Peter.  Who  the  devil  have  we  got  here,  I  wonder  ?  I 
say,  Mr.  Twist,  [Looking  through  the  telescope.]  when 
you  have  done,  have  the  goodness  to  help  me  to  a  cup  of 
tea  and  a  piece  of  muffin,  seeing  as  how  it  is  not  very  likely 
I  shall  get  any  of  bung-bush  ham,  as  you  call  it ;  don’t  you 
hear  me,  daddy  long  legs  ? 

Cap.  D.  [Pretending  to  recognize  him.]  Oh  !  with  the 
greatest  pleasure,  sir.  To  what  shall'  I  have  the  honour  of 
helping  you,  sir  ? 

Peter.  1  thought  you  had  devoured  your  tongue,  too,  sir. 

Cap.  D.  [Rising.]  Sir,  you  have  come  rather  unexpect¬ 
edly  upon  me;  but,  pray,  your  business?  and  who  have  I 
the  honour  of  addressing  ?  [Bows. 

Peter.  I  thinks  as  how  I  ought  to  ask  you  that  question. 
My  name  is  Pigeonwiddy — Peter  Pigeonwiddy  ;  I  am  a  wax 
and  tallow-chandler  in  Watling  Street,  London  ;  I  have 
two  aldermen  on  my  books  as  customers.  Now,  sir,  what’s 
your  thingamy  ? 

Cap.  D.  Dorval,  at  your  service. 

Peter.  Norval !  Oh,  are  you  the  chap  whose  father  lives 
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on  the  grappling  hills  !  —  You’re  a  frugal  swain  ;  you  in¬ 
crease  your  store — you  have  diminished  my  store  !  I  am 
glad  your  father  did  not  leave  his  only  son,  yourself,  at 
home.  You  may  continue  your  breakfast ;  though,  to 
speak  my  mind,  I  think  you  might  have  stopped  till  I  came 
in  from  the  bathing-machine,  before  you  began,  seeing  as 
how  you  vorn’t  axed.  Come,  pour  out  the  tea. 

[  Takes  up  a  newspaper. 

Cap.  D.  With  pleasure,  sir.  [Aside.]  U— n  his  freedom  ! 

Peter.  And  don’t  be  long  about  it,  neither,  as  it  seems 
I  have  to  stand  your  whack  and  my  owm.  Butter  me  two 
or  three  rolls  ;  and  it  will  save  time  if  you  will  pour  me 
out  a  mess  of  tea  in  the  slop-basin.  [ Laying  down  the 
newspaper .]  Hold  !  stop  !  I’ll  do  it  all  myself ;  and  while 
I  am  enjoying  my  breakfast,  as  you  have  had  yours,  you 
can  read  me  the  paper.  [ Eating . — Captain  Dorval  looks 
over  the  newspaper .]  How  many  robberies  lately  ?  who’s 
dead  ?  what’s  to  be  acted  to-night  ?  and  how  runs  tallow  ? 

Cap.  D.  I  scarce  know  how  to  answer  you  ;  —  one  long 
article  alone  occupies  this  Gazette. 

Peter.  A  crim.  con.,  or  a  breach,  now  ? 

Cap.  D.  Nothing  half  so  interesting  :  a  fall  in  tallow, 
which  it  appears  is  lowered  fifty  per  cent —  a  mere  trifle, 
considering  the  market  is  overstocked. 

Peter.  [Letting  fall  the  roll ,  just  as  he  is  about  to  bite 
it.]  Here’s  a  start  ! — Fifty  per  cent !  —  I’m  done — I’m  a 
ruined  man  !  [Wringing  his  hands  in  despair.]  Oh  !  what 
will  mother  say  when  she  hears  it  ? 

Cap.  D.  Dear  me  !  are  you  going  into  the  trade,  sir  ? 

Peter.  No,  I  thinks  I’m  going  out  of  it — going  into  the 
Gazette  !  If  I  had  been  at  home  on  the  spot,  it  would 
not  have  mattered  :  this  is  what  a  body  gets  coming  out  a 
pleasuring ! 

Jean.  [Calling  loudly  without ,  l.]  Diable  !  vil  nobody 
not  show  me  the  vay  up  ? 

Cap.  D.  [To  Peter.]  One  of  your  friends,  sir? 

Peter.  Don’t  talk  to  me — I  am  unwellish  !  Oh  !  what 
a  rumpus  there’ll  be  in  Watling  Street,  unless  I  patches 
up  the  fall  by  taking  home  a  rich  wife  with  me  from 
Brighton ! 

Enter  Jean  Jacques,  l. 

Jean.  [Bowing  repeatedly.]  Up  de  big  stair  at  last ! — I 
now  kill  de  two  stone  vid  von  bird.  By  gar !  I  no  little 
trouble  to  find  you  out. 
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Cap.  D.  Well,  friend,  and  having  found  me  out,  what  is 
your  business  with  me  ? 

Jean.  Pardonnez  moi !  you  speak  de  language  French, 
messieurs  ? 

Peter.  If  you  means  to  ax  me  that  question,  you  may 
take  no  for  your  answer; — I  cannot  “  parlez  who”  at  all. 

Cap.  ]).  1  will  go,  before  the  landlord  sends  the  contents 
of  his  tap-room  upon  me.  1  hate  a  cockney,  and  1  abo¬ 
minate  a  Frenchman.  [ Pushing  Jean.]  Stand  out  of  the 
way,  fool !  [Exit,  l. 

Peter.  How  the  devil  should  he  know  1  was  a  cockney  ? 

Jean.  Fool !  —  Ma  foi !  he  take  de  liberty  ;  but,  sare, 
you  are  de  man  polite,  pardonnez  moi. 

Peter.  Hang  your  lingo,  mounseer  !  it  is  high  Dutch  to 
me — I  don’t  understand  it.  I  am  an  Englishman,  Mister 
Mounseer;  I  lives  upon  beef,  and  I  drinks  Barclay  and 
Perkins.  I’m  no  frog-eater — the  nasty  beasts  !  So  tell 
me  what  is  your  business  with  me  ;  you  can  say  your  say, 
you  know,  and  then  you  can  mizzle. 

Jean.  [ Handing  a  packet.']  Sare,  here  is  von  letter  to 
you  from  my  master. 

Peter.  {Opening  a  letter  in  the  envelope.]  Well,  and 
who  is  your  master  ? 

Jean.  He  is  one  grand  general — General  Dorval. 

Peter.  Oh,  General  Dorval !  —  Ah!  [Reading.]  11  Sir, 
I  shall  be  happy  to  introduce  my  ward  to  you,  whose  large 
fortune  you  ivill  find  fully  equalled  by  her  personal  ac¬ 
complishments .”  By  gosh  !  here’s  some  young  ’oman 
fell  in  love  with  me  !  [Reading.]  “  If  you  will  take  a  lit¬ 
tle  tete-a-tete  dinner  with  me  at  five  this  afternoon — ” 
Urn  !  explain  ! — “  Pick  a  bone — glass  of  wine — ”  —  Urn  ! 
um  !  —  “  Your's,  truly — Dorval.”  She  is  mine!  she  is 
mine  i  —  I  have  got  a  wife  —  hurrah  !  a  fig  for  the  fall  in 
tallow  !  This  here  is  an  invitation  from  old  General  Dor¬ 
val  to  take  pot-luck.  I  an’t  got  much  time  to  spare  ;  I 
must  go  and  make  myself  look  killing,  like  my  old  white 
hat. 

Jean.  Sare,  vat  me  tell  de  grand  general  veil  he  say,  vot 
de  gentlehomme  give  you  for  de  trouble  ?  [Bows. 

Peter.  A  hint !  —  Well,  there’s  a  shilling  for  your 
trouble. 

Jean.  { Looking  at  it.]  By  gar  !  von  little  shilling  !  I 
do  bring  de  gentlehomme  most  beautiful  vife  ever  live,  and 
she  fetch  only  von  shilling !  Sare,  you  go  to  Smithfield 
for  de  vife  again ! 
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Peter.  You  are  a  wag,  mounseer,  but,  for  all  that,  you 
don’t  wag  any  more  money  out  of  me.  However,  I  won  t 
be  shabby  :  you  may  call  for  a  pint  of  half-and-half,  with 
the  chill  off;  and,  to  show  you  that  I  am  not  proud.  I’ll 
take  the  first  pull  at  it.  [Exit,  R. 

Jean.  Vat  does  he  mean  by  his  afe  and  afe,  vid  de  chill 
on  ?  It  is  von  affront  to  my  honneur  !  I  sal  knock  his 
brains  off,  and  pull  his  nose  out !  [Exit,  R. 

SCENE  IV. — An  Apartment  in  General  Borval's  Home 
— table,  chairs,  8fc. — swords  hanging  up,  c.  f. 

Mrs.  Hurricane  and  Clarinda  discovered  seated  at 

needle-work. 

Enter  Captain  Ardent,  r. 

Cap.  A.  [Presenting  a  tray  with  a  card  to  Mrs.  Hurri¬ 
cane.']  The  gentleman  waits  below,  madam  :  is  it  your 
pleasure  to  grant  him  an  audience  ?  [Aside.]  If  she  does, 
I’m  done ! 

Mrs.  H.  [Looking  at  the  card.]  Captain  Firebrand  ! — 
Captain  Firebrand !  I  know  no  such  person  ! 

Cla.  I  declare,  aunt,  we  shall  have  a  whole  regiment 
here  presently. 

Mrs.  H.  We  must  return  to  London,  my  dear  ;  for  peo¬ 
ple  make  no  scruples  in  this  vile  place  to  intrude  upon  our 
privacy. 

Cap.  A.  If  you  do  not  wish  to  be  disturbed,  ladies,  per¬ 
mit  me  to  say  you  are  engaged.  I’ll  show  him  the  door, 
depend  on  it ! 

Mrs.  H.  [Looking  off,  r.]  1  declare  the  man  is  coming 
up  stairs  ! 

Cap.  A.  Is  he,  though  ?  what,  without  our  leave,  or 
with  our  leave  ?  Shall  I  kick  him  down  again,  madam  ? 

Enter  Captain  Dorval,  r.,  pushing  violently  against 
Captain  Ardent. 

Cap.  D.  Really,  the  world  is  turned  upside  down,  that 
menials  stand  in  the  way  of  gentlemen. 

Cap.  A.  [Aside.]  Menials  ! — Confusion  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Sir,  you  have  the  advantage :  what  is  your 
pleasure  with  my  niece  or  me  ? 

Cap.  D.  The  ties  of  consanguinity,  ladies.  [To  Mrs. 
Hurricane.]  Surely  you  recollect  me,  madam  ?  Look 
again,  madam  :  can  you  forget  ? 

Mrs.H.  Who? 


SCENE  III.]  THE  SPARE  BED.  23 

Cap.  I).  Frank — your  nephew,  Frank  Dorval. 

Mrs.  H.  What !  mad,  fly-away  Frank  ? 

Cap.  D.  The  same. 

Cla.  What !  handsome  Frank  ? 

Mrs.  H.  The  rogue  who  used  to  steal  all  my  pickles  and 
preserves  ? 

Cla.  And  who  made  love  so  well  ? 

Cap.  A.  [Aside.']  Oh,  the  devil  take  his  love  ! 

Cap.  H.  Yes,  my  dear  aunt;  I  have  returned  to  Eng¬ 
land,  determined  to  beg  forgiveness  of  my  former  errors, 
and  become  a  happy  man. 

[  Takes  Mrs.  Hurricane's  hand  affectionately . 

Mrs.  H.  Ah,  Frank  !  that  duel  was  a  sad  affair ;  but  I 
will  endeavour  to  bring  about  a  reconciliation — your  father 
is  as  passionate  as  ever. 

Cap.  A.  I  never  saw  such  a  violent  man  in  my  life. — 
Excuse  me,  sir ;  but  if  you  have  any  regard  for  your  per¬ 
sonal  safety,  you  had  better  go  away. 

Cap.  D.  Cowards  only  seek  safety  in  flight ;  I  have 

come  to  brave  the  storm,  and  will - But  who  is  this 

person,  my  dear  aunt,  who  thus  intrudes  his  opinions  upon 
gentlefolks  ? 

Cla.  Oh,  poor  young  man !  he  means  no  harm — does 
he,  aunt?  [rTo  Captain  Ardent.]  John,  take  my  cousin’s 
hat. 

Mrs.  H.  Not  he  ;  he  is  a  very  attentive  man,  I  assure 
you,  nephew  ;  and,  as  you  look  fatigued,  he  shall  bring  in 
luncheon. 

Cap.  D.  I  believe  this  is  your  own  room,  Clarinda ;  I 
would  not  see  my  father  suddenly  for  the  world. 

Cla.  You  are  right,  Frank;  the  general  seldom  drops 
in  ;  my  aunt’s  servants  only  have  the  entree  here.  [To 
Captain  Ardent .]  A  glass  of  wine,  John,  for  the  captain. 

Cap.  D.  No,  no,  never  mind. 

Cla.  A  Captain  Bravely  is  to  dine  with  your  father,  by 
special  invitation  ;  so  we  shall  not  be  interrupted  by  him. 

Cap.  D.  Captain  Bravely  ! — What  does  all  this  mean  ? 

Cla.  Frank,  as  you  have  stayed  some  time  in  the  neigh¬ 
bourhood,  you  must  know  something  of  its  residents. — 
Pray,  in  the  course  of  your  rambles,  did  you  ever  hear  of 
a  Captain  Ar — Ar— Ardent,  I  think  they  call  him?  [To 
Captain  Ardent.]  John,  you  may  place  those  flowers  in 
the  China  vase,  and  take  care  not  to  hurt  them.  [Aside.] 
If  he  really  loves  me,  this  is  the  time  to  try  it. 

Cap.  D.  There  was  a  fellow  of  that  name  in  our  regi- 
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ment,  but  lie  was  sent  to  Coventry.  [ Captain  Ardent 
breaks  the  flowers .]  How  came  you,  Clarinda,  to  know 
anything  about  him  ?  I  cut  him  long  ago. 

Cla.  I  accidentally  heard  his  name  mentioned  at  the  li¬ 
brary  a  short  time  since ;  they  say  he  has  but  recently  re¬ 
turned  from  the  Continent. 

Cap.  D.  True,  Clarinda  ;  and  he  has  contracted  all  the 
affectation  of  a  man  that  has  travelled  :  his  opinion  of  your 
sex  is  as  derogatory  as  it  is  ill-founded. 

Cla.  And  yet  they  do  say  he  has  some  idea  of  taking 
unto  himself  a  wife.  Lord  help  the  lady  !  for  I  have  been 
told,  he  is  one  of  those  birds  that  flock,  but  never  pair. 

Cap.D.  You  have  hit  him  to  a  nicety;  he  is  one  of 
those  beaux  who - 

Cla.  Would  take  a  wife  for  her  fortune,  whilst  he  sported 
a  mistress  for  show  :  that’s  a  modern  lover  !  [. Lavghing .] 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Cap.  A.  [. Aside .]  The  devil  !  am  I  to  be  their  laughing¬ 
stock  ? 

Cla.  I  am  shocked  to  speak  so  lightly  of  a  gentleman 
whose  family  is,  I  understand,  of  the  highest  respectability. 

Mrs.  H.  I  thought  he  was  no  good,  when  he  stared  at 
us  so  rudely  in  church. 

Cap.  D.  Just  like  him — a  perfect  libertine.  I  have 
known  him  in  the  presence  of  ladies  to - 

Cap.  A.  [Making  signs  to  Dorval  ]  Take  a  glass  of 
wine,  sir — best  Madeira. 

Cap.  J).  Fire  and  fury  !  is  the  fellow  mad  ?  Why  does 
the  fool  stand  making  faces  there  ? 

Mrs.  H.  John  !  John  !  this  will  never  do.  Go  and  as¬ 
sist  the  butler. 

Cap.  D.  Aye,  go  any  where  but  here.  I  never  saw  such 
a  thick-legged  lady’s  gentleman  before  ; — I  hope  he  was 
not  your  choice,  cousin  ? 

Cla.  Indeed  he  was  ;  but  practice  makes  perfect.  I  have 
not  done  with  him  yet;  so,  John,  remove  these  things, 
and  be  more  careful.  Now,  Frank,  go  on  with  what  you 
were  saying  about  Captain  Ardent. 

Cap.  A.  [Aside.']  If  he  dare  ! 

Cap.  D.  The  fellow  is  scarce  worth  a  thought — a  mere 
adventurer  :  they  do  say  that  a  relation  of  his  was  drummed 
out  of  the  regiment. 

[Captain  Ardent  breaks  ajar  containing  flowers. 

Mrs.  H.  Goodness  gracious!  he  has  broken  my  best 
China  jar  ! 
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Cap.  D.  Never  mind,  aunt ;  stop  it  out  of  his  wages. 

Cap.  A.  [Aside.~\  Death  and  the  devil !  I  can  stand  this 
no  longer.  [. Advancing .]  Ladies,  all  he  has  been  telling 
you  is  false :  I  assure  you  Captain  Ardent  is  a  man  of  ho¬ 
nour,  and  will  not  be  aspersed  with  impunity. 

Mrs.  H.  John,  I  did  not  expect  this  rudeness  from  you. 

Cap.  D.  What  does  the  impertinent  fellow  mean  ?  I 
really  must  chastise  him. 

Cla.  Speak  out,  John  :  do  you  know  anything  of  Cap¬ 
tain  Ardent  ? — What  do  you  know  of  him  ? 

Cap.  A.  He  is  a  soidier,  madam,  a  man  of  courage,  and 
a  gentleman  ;  and  I  can  safely  say,  that  neither  his  reso¬ 
lution  or  his  courage  ever  forsook  him.  [. Apart  to  Captain 
Dorval .]  You  understand  that! 

Cap.  D.  Pooh  !  pooh  !  a  poltroon  !  Ladies,  you  may 
judge  of  his  valour,  for  he  can  get  no  one  to  defend  him 
but  a  runaway  footman.  [A  loud  knock,  r.]  Hey-day  ! 
another  of  your  march-of-intellect  footmen  ! 

Cla .  That’s  your  father’s  knock. 

Cap.  D.  What  the  dickens  will  you  do  with  me  ?  Can¬ 
not  you  hide  me  in  any  of  your  cupboards,  aunt  ? 

Cap.  A.  [ Looking  out  of  the  windoiv .]  A  young  gen¬ 
tleman  with  my  master,  madam.  What  a  terrible  passion 
he  seems  to  be  in  !  Shall  I  show  them  both  up  ? 

Mrs.  H.  The  young  gentleman  must  be  your  Morning 
Chronicle  husband,  Clarinda. 

Cap.  D.  [ Crossing  to  L.]  Curse  her  Morning  Chronicle 
husband  ! — What’s  to  become  of  me  ? 

Cap.  A.  [ Crossing  to  l.]  D — n  her  Morning  Chronicle 
husband  ! — What’s  to  become  of  me  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Did  I  hear  aright  ?  John  Hopkins,  fie  !  The 
wretch  must  be  tipsy!  Retire  instantly,  John  Hopkins  ! 

Cla.  Obey  my  aunt,  Hopkins  ;  retire  instantly.  [ Anxi¬ 
ously ,]  Retire,  Hopkins  ! 

Cap.  A.  John  Hopkins  no  longer,  Clarinda,  but  Henry 
Ardent,  at  your  service.  Yes,  Captain  Ardent,  ladies  ! 
Be  not  alarmed,  my  angel  ;  —  the  crisis  has  arrived,  and 
the  sooner  it  has  passed,  the  better. 

Mrs.  H.  Hopkins,  a  fine  gentleman  ! — Oh,  I  shall  faint ! 

Cap.  J).  A  chair  for  your  lady,  John  Hopkins  !  a  chair 
for  your  mistress,  Hopkins  ! 

Cap.  A.  No  more  of  this  !  —  Have  a  care  ;  you  know  I 
can  resent  an  insult. 

Cap.  D.  When  and  where  you  please. 

Cap.  A.  No  time  so  fitting  as  the  present. 
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Cap.  D.  The  ladies  are  your  protection. 

Cap.  A.  If  they  are  mine,  they  shall  not  be  yours. 

[ Takes  a  sword  from  c.  f. — Captain  Dorval  procures 
another— -they  attack  each  other. 

Cla.  [Interposing.]  For  Heaven’s  sake,  gentlemen  ! 
Frank,  what  are  you  about  ? 

Enter  Jean,  r.,  showing  in  General  Dorval  and  Pe¬ 
ter. — Captain  Ardent  and  Captain  Dorval  fight — Ar¬ 
dent's  sivord  passes  through  Peter's  hat ,  as  he  is  taking 
off  his  coat  to  fight — the  General  parries  the  blows  with 
his  stick,  and  the  curtain  falls. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  at  General  Dorval' s. 
Enter  Mrs.  Hurricane,  l.,  and  Clarinda,  r.,  meeting. 

Mrs.  H.  Clarinda,  if  your  uncle  had  discovered  the  au¬ 
thor  of  all  this  uproar,  the  consequences  would  have  been 
dreadful. 

Cla.  What,  my  dear  aunt,  have  you  done  with  my  cou¬ 
sin  p — Where  have  you  hid  him  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Why,  I  have  locked  him  up  stairs  until  I  can 
intercede  with  my  brother  for  him. 

Cla..  And  Captain  Ardent— what  have  you  done  with 
him  ?  Have  you  locked  him  up  stairs  also  ? 

Mrs.  H.  The  brazened-faced  man  !  I  thought  he  was 
too  fine  for  a  waiting-man.  To  impose  upon  me,  too  ! 

Cla.  [Anxiously.]  Is  he  gone  out  ? 

Mrs.  H.  I  realiy  do  not  know  ;  —  he  was  below  in  the 
hall,  hail  fellow  well  met  with  the  stranger  invited  by  my 
brother. 

Cla.  Poor  man  1  he  has  got  into  a  scrape,  indeed  l 
Enter  Perdita,  l. 

Per.  Oh,  ma’am,  the  general  has  heard  all  about  Mas¬ 
ter  Frank’s  return,  and  his  wicked  attempt  to  murder  the 
strange  gentleman. 

Mrs.  H.  Girl !  girl !  I  hope  you  did  not  tell  your  mas¬ 
ter  that  Captain  Dorval  was  in  the  house  ? 

Per.  No,  ma’am,  for  I  had  not  time.  The  general  is 
coming  up  stairs,  and  here  he  is. 
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Enter  General  Dorval,  l. 

Gen.  [Entering.]  A  scandalous,  assassin-like  rascal ! 
to  steal  into  my  house  like  a  thief !  [To  Mrs.  Hurricane .] 
So,  sister,  a  pretty  day’s  business  you  have  made  of  it ! — - 
[Flourishing  his  cane.]  But  1  will  punish  them,  de¬ 
pend  on’t  l 

Mrs.  H.  Brother,  brother,  be  calm  1 

Cla.  [Crossing  to  c.]  Uncle,  hear  but  Frank’s  expla¬ 
nation  ! 

Gen.  I  will  hear  nothing !  What  can  I  say  to  the  ho¬ 
nourable,  the  gallant  officer  I  invited  to  dine  with  me  ? — 
What  apology  can  I  offer  him  for  the  brutal  attack  made 
upon  his  person  ? — How  can  I  look  him  in  the  face  ?  [Pas- 
sionately.]  How  can  I  look  him  in  the  face  ? 

Enter  Jean,  r. 

Well,  well ;  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Jean.  By  gar !  I  go  vere  you  send  de  letter,  sare,  and  de 
gentilhomme  brings  de  answer  himself. 

Gen.  Show  him  up  into  this  apartment,  while  I  prepare 
to  receive  him.  D’ye  hear,  sirrah  ?  fetch  me  a  lawyer. 

[Exit  Jean ,  r. 

Mrs.  H.  A  lawyer  !  —  Brother,  do  you  mean  to  ruin  us 
quite  ?  Brother,  the  man  is  in  the  house,  you  see. 

Gen.  Clarinda,  come,  prepare.  Ha  !  that  sigh  1  I  see  ; 
but  you  marry  no  son  of  mine  :  I  would  rather  see  you — 
but  I  won’t  say  what ;  I’ll  be  cool. 

Cla.  As  you  please,  sir.  I  know  not  the  person  you 
propose  as  my  husband,  neither  do  I  wish  to  know  ;  but, 
sir,  when  the  proper  moment  arrives,  you  will  find  that  I 
am  not  to  be  bartered  for  like  a  market  commodity.  Your 
obedient,  sir.  [Exit,  l, 

Gen.  Vastly  well !  Now,  why  don’t  you  follow  her  ex¬ 
ample  ?  [Mrs.  Hurricane  is  going.]  Hark  ye,  sister  :  send 
me  up  some  good  wines  in  this  apartment,  and  let  the  de¬ 
sert  be  in  your  best  style. 

Mrs.  H.  You  shall  be  suited,  brother,  but  for  the  last 
time  with  my  hands.  I  cannot  consent  to  lead  this  life 
much  longer. 

Gen.  I  think  I  hear  the  captain  ; — apologise  to  him  for 
me,  whilst  I  arrange  my  wig.  [Exit,  l. 

Re-enter  Jean,  r.,  ushering  in  Peter  Pigeonwiddy. 

Peter.  Don’t  talk  to  me ; — I  say  it’s  not  werry  like  the 
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conduct  of  a  grand  general,  to  keep  me  kicking  my  heels, 
and  blowing  my  fingers,  in  a  back  parlour  for  two  hours. 
Oh,  it’s  you,  is  it,  madam  ?  1  hope  you  have  locked  up 

that  mad  chap  what  digged  his  thingamy  into  my  hat.  — 
Look  here,  ma’am  :  did  you  ever  see  such  a  hat  as  this 

before  ?  It  cost  me  a  matter  of - 

Mrs.  H.  Sir — captain — corporal — serjeant,  or  whatever 
may  be  your  rank,  the  gentleman  who  invited  you  to  dine 
is  in  that  room  ;  —  he  has  desired  me  to  apologise  to  you 
for  the  treatment  you  have  received  this  morning,  and  to 
say,  that  he  will  wait  upon  you  in  a  minute.  [Aside.]  A 
military  man,  indeed! — I  never  saw  such  a  creature  in  my 
life  before  !  [ Courtesies  and  exits,  l. 

[ Peter  Pigeonwiddy  imitates  her ,  and,  turning  to  r., 
sees  Jean  bowing,  whom  he  hits  on  the  head. 

Peter.  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  Can’t  you  get 
me  something  to  eat  ?  Why  don’t  you  ax  me  what  I’d 
like  to  take  arter  such  a  narrow  escape  ?  What  do  you 
keep  staring  at,  you  Mr.  Mounseer  ?  Don’t  I  look  like  a 
gentleman  ?  Look  at  my  new  coat — never  had  it  on  be¬ 
fore.  Here’s  a  prime  pair  of  panters  !  fits  well — shows 
the  calves,  eh  ? 

Jean.  Pardonnez  moi  ;  de  show  de  calf  all  over  to- 
gedder ! 

Peter.  [ Taking  out  a  purse,  and  giving  money. ]  You 
may  be  of  service  to  me,  mounseer  ;  so  I  will  give  you  a 
retaining  fee,  as  the  lawyers  call  it.  You  sawr  that  chap 
hit  me  a  crack  this  morning  ; — it  was  a  regular  whack,  you 
know,  mounseer.  Now  mind  how  you  behaves  yourself,  and 
says  all  1  bids  you  ;  you  must  not  be  nice  to  a  lie  or  so. 
General.  [  Without ,  l.]  I  must  see  the  captain. 

Jean.  Oui !  oui !  de  grand  generale  !  I  hear  his  light 
foot.  Bon  jour  !  [Exit,  k. 

Re-enter  General  Dorval,  l. 

Gen.  Captain,  captain !  your  most  obedient !  [ Peter 
stares .]  Words  are  insufficient  to  express  my  opinion  of 
your  delicacy  in  coming  divested  of  your  regimentals  :  we 
expected  to  see  you  with  “  all  your  blushing  honours  thick 
upon  you.”  But  no  matter  ;  I  am  heartily  glad  to  take 
you  by  the  hand,  and  welcome  you  to  Shoreham  Park. 

Re-enter  Jean  Jacques,  r.,  with  a  tray  and  a  cloth,  tivo 
partridges,  bread  and  ham,  a  decanter  of  wine,  two 
glasses,  8fc.  —  he  spreads  them  on  the  table,  c.,  and 
exits,  r. 
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Peter.  If  that  is  your  rig,  my  old  cock,  tip  us  your 
daddle  ! 

Gen.  [Aside.]  Daddle  ! — Oh,  a  new  military  phrase,  I 
suppose,  recently  introduced  into  the  soldiers’  vocabulary. 

Peter.  The  note  I  have  in  my  pocket  invited  me  to  pick 
a  bone  with  you  ;  and  hang  me  if  I  don’t  pick  it  clean  ! 

Gen.  Come,  sit  down,  sir — let’s  to  business.  [ They  sit 
at  the  table .]  Merely  a  tete-a-tete  dinner ;  a  couple  of 
partridges — a  mere  pic-nic  ! 

Peter.  Partridges!  —  Oh,  dear!  I  expected  a  regular 
tuck-out,  arter  waiting  all  this  time  !  Haven’t  you  no 
turkey  ? 

Gen.  [ Carving .]  Now,  sir,  we  will  talk  the  matter  over. 
I  cannot  help  telling  you  that  my  ward  is  a  line  woman — 
a  charming  creature. 

Peter.  [Holding  his  plate. ]  I  wonders  you  didn’t  have 
her  yourself,  if  she’s  so  line. 

Gen.  [Still  carving.']  She  has  lots  of  expectancies  from 
her  rich  relations.  [Filling  the  glasses.]  Sir,  allow  me  the 
pleasure  of  taking  a  little  wine  with  you. 

Peter.  [Disappointed  at  not  being  helped.]  Well,  you 
are  taking  wine  with  me.  Honour  !  —  Stuff' !  Put  what 
was  that  you  said  about  rich  relations  ? 

Gen.  Why,  my  ward  has  lots  to  look  up  to,  saying  no¬ 
thing  about  what  she  will  receive  from  me  on  the  day  she 
marries. 

Peter.  Then  you  intend  to  come  down  with  some  of  the 
ready  ? 

Gen.  Sir ! 

Peter.  That’s  just  as  I  should  act :  if  I  can’t  get  rid  of 
an  article  at  prime  cost,  why  1  sells  it  under. 

Gen.  You  are  facetious,  captain.  13ut  since  you’ve  an¬ 
swered  the  advertisement,  allow  me  to  touch  upon  some  of 
your  qualifications. 

Peter.  [Holding  out  his  plate.]  I  wish  you’d  allow  me 
to  touch  a  leg  of  that  partridge,  for  I’ve  got  nothing  yet. 

[The  General  is  going  to  help  him. 

Re-enter  Jean  Jacques,  r. 

Jean.  De  gentilhomme,  sare,  of  de  law. 

Gen.  In  the  very  nick  of  time.  Tell  the  gentleman  to 
walk  in.  [Jean  motions  off,  r. 

Euler  Captain  Ardent,  r.,  as  Counsellor  Flaw. 

Gen.  [To  Peter.]  My  professional  adviser,  sir  ! 
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Cap.  A.  Which  is  the  plaintiff,  and  which  is  the  de¬ 
fendant  ? 

Gen.  Learned  sir,  this  early  compliance  with  my  re¬ 
quest  augurs  well  for  your  assiduity.  Counsellor  Flaw,  I 
presume  ? 

Cap.  A.  [ Bowing r.]  At  your  service  ! 

Gen.  My  dear  sir,  I  am  rejoiced  to  have  a  man  of  your 
talents  beneath  my  roof.  Allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  a 
young  gentleman  about  to  form  a  near  connexion  with  my 
family. 

[He  hands  down  Peter ,  grumbling ,  just  as  he  has 
helped  himself  to  some  of  the  partridge — Jean  re¬ 
moves  the  dinner-tray ,  leaving  the  wine. 

Cap.  A.  I  see  :  you  have  sent  for  me  to  draw  up  the  lit¬ 
tle  delicate  preliminaries.  Say  no  more  !  What  is  his 
rank  in  life?  [The  General  whispers  Captain  Ardent.] 
Oh  !  [To  Peter.]  Pray,  sir,  how  long  have  you  seen 
service  ? 

Peter.  [Considering.]  Let  me  see— seven  years,  and 
six  on  my  own  account; — seven  and  six — [To  Captain 
Ardent.]  Thirteen  ! — I  paid  a  precious  lot  of  money  when  I 
joined  my  company. 

Cap.  A.  Have  you  ever  distinguished  yourself  in  the 
cause  of  freedom  ? 

Peter.  Freedom  !  — I  gave  a  nation  line  tuck-out  when 
I  took  it  up  ! 

Gen.  But,  I  say,  have  you  seen  service  in  the  field 
friend  ? 

Peter.  I  believe  you  ! — I  was  most  confoundedly  worked 
in  St.  George’s  Fields  ! 

Cap.  A.  I  have  no  doubt  you  are  a  distinguished  officer 
ot  Great  Britain. 

Peter.  No  ;  I  was  a  distinguished  officer  of  Little  Bri¬ 
tain  :  1  was  constable  of  the  night  ? 

Gen.  Pray,  have  you  ever  smelt  powder  ? 

Peter.  Smelt  powder ! 

Cap.  A.  Aye.  Have  you  ever  had  a  pop  ? 

Peter.  A  pop  !— Let  me  tell  you,  sir,  1  was  never  hard 
up  ;  and  if  I  wanted  money,  I  could  always  get  it  at  mv 
aunt’s,  without  going  to  my  uncle’s  !  But,  1  say _ [look 

pic  n[c'7off\he  tabl6^  °h’  dear!  the  dil™er’s  gone !  the 


Gen.  [Seating  himself  at  the  head  of  the  table  1  Come 
gentlemen,  be  seated.  [To  Peter.]  Allow  me  to  ask  you’ 
whether  you  have  done  anything  ty  beneiit  your  country?’ 
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Peter.  I  believe  you  !  1  pays  a  guinea  a  year  to  the 

society  tor  the  relief  of  the  indignant  blind  ;  another  to 

e  .iin-lin-tinen  society  ;  and  ten  bob  to  the  universal  in¬ 
firmity  for  children.  That’s  what  I  call  serving  my  coun¬ 
try  !  But  only  look  here.  [ Showing  a  white  hat ,  with 

the  crown  nearly  off.]  See  how  I’ve  been  used  ! — Look  at 
this  hat  1 

Gen.  [To  Captain  Ardent.]  One  of  my  son’s  pranks. 
Do  tell  us  whether  the  captain  has  his  remedy.  I  think  it 
a  clear  case  of  assault.  [To  Peter.]  You  intend  to  proceed 
against  him,  captain  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  1  does  ;  I  will  engage  in  that  action.  [To 
Captain  Ardent.]  You’ll  state  my  case  for  me,  won’t  you  ? 

Cap.  A.  Yes  :  I’ll  give  you  a  little  specimen' of  the  man¬ 
ner  in  which  1  shall  proceed.  Hem  1— Gentlemen  of  the 
jury,  m  this  case  I  am  counsel  for  the  plaintiff.  This  ac¬ 
tion  is  brought  against  Francis  Dorvai,  otherwise  called 
rrank  Dorvai— by  his  brother  officers,  Dorvai,  and  some¬ 
times  plain  Frank.  The  indictment  states  that  the  said 
Francis  Dorvai,  otherwise  called  Frank  Dorvai— by  his 
brother  officers,  Dorvai,  and  sometimes  plain  Frank,  did 
wilfully,  maliciously,  and  with  malice  aforethought,  break, 
hew,  cut  down,  and  destroy,  a  hat ;  which  hat  was  of  the 
value  of  tenpence. 

Peter.  Tenpence !— This  hat  cost  me  one  pound  six. 

Cap.  A.  [Holding  up  the  hat.]  Then  it’s  only  worth  a 
guinea  now,  being  evidently  worse  by  a  crown  !  But  we’ll 

try  the  cause  in  the  crown  court,  and  success  is  certain. _ 

Gentlemen,  I  rise  with  agonised  feelings  on  this  occasion  ; 
but  first  allow  me  to  state,  that  the  hat  was  the  property 
of  my  client,  and  was  hacked,  hewed,  cut  down,  and  de¬ 
stroyed,  by  the  defendant.  But  how  was  it  destroyed, 
gentlemen  ?  Was  it  destroyed  publicly,  in  the  day— in 
the  face  of  day — in  the  face  of  men,  women,  and  children  ? 
rs’o,  gentlemen  :  it  was  destroyed  in  the  night — a  dark 
night,  in  which  nobody  did  see,  nobody  could  see,  and 
nobody  would  see.  Gentlemen,  I  shall  not  attempt  on 
this  occasion  to  move  your  passions  by  flowing  periods 
and  rhetorical  flowers  ;— no,  gentlemen  :  if  I  get  at  your 
hearts,  it  shall  be  through  your  heads,  though  they  be  as 
thick  as  that  of  the  plaintiff  himself. 

[Claps  his  hand  violently  upon  Pigeonwiddy's  head. 

Peter.  There  he  had  ’em  i 

Cap.  A.  But  first,  gentlemen,  as  to  the  destruction  of 
the  hat  in  the  night— a  dark  night,  in  which  nobody  did 
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see  nobody  could  see,  and  nobody  would  see,— I  am  in¬ 
structed  to  state,  that  it  was  a  beautiful  hat,  and  not  only 
a  beautiful  hat,  but  an  ornamental  hat  to  the  head  on 
which  it  was  stuck.  [ Clapping  his  hand  again  on  the  head 
of  Peter.']  And,  moreover,  it  was  not  only  a  beautiful  hat 
and  an  ornamental  hat,  but  a  white  hat — a  light  hat ;  and 
not  only  a  white  hat,  a  light  hat,  a  beautiful  hat,  and  an 
ornamental  hat,  but  an  useful  hat  to  the  owner.  Now, 
gentlemen,  will  any  man  come  for  to  go  for  to  say,  that 
this  hat — a  white  hat,  a  light  hat,  and  not  only  a  white 
hat,  but  a  beautiful,  useful,  and  ornamental  hat  to  the 
owner, — being  wilfully,  maliciously,  and  with  malice  afore¬ 
thought  hacked,  hewed,  cut  down,  and  destroyed,  pri¬ 
vately  in  the  night — a  dark  night,  in  which  nobody  did 
see,  nobody  could  see,  and  nobody  would  see,' — will  any 
body  that  breathes  the  breath  of  life — any  being  who  treads 
this  terrestrial,  mundane  orb,  and  feels  a  consciousness  ol 
his  own  identity,  have  the  courage,  the  boldness,  the  te¬ 
merity,  the  audacity,  the  pertinacity — I  may  say,  the  in¬ 
sanity,  gentlemen,  to  come  forward  and  assert,  that  my 
client  is  not  entitled  to  a  verdict,  with  full  costs  of  suit, 
in  such  manner,  and  so  forth,  as  may  seem  nevertheless  or 
notwithstanding  ?  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  I  leave  the 
case  in  your  hands,  and  rely  upon  your  verdict. 

Peter.  Oh,  by  gosh  !  the  day’s  our  own  ! 

Gen.  [To  Captain  Ardent.]  Come,  my  dear  sir,  after 
that  genuine  flow  of  eloquence,  you  will  need  a  glass.  — 
Come,  Captain  Bravely,  fill,  and  let’s  drink  his  health  ; 
I’m  sure  you  will  pledge  it  with  enthusiasm. 

Peter.  I’d  rather  drink  it  with  gin  and  water. 

Cap.  A.  [Aside.]  Bravely  ! — So,  so  !  I  smell  a  rat. 

[ They  drink. 

Peter.  I  declare  I  feel  rather  unwellish ;  I’ve  been 
drinking  wine,  and  I’ve  had  nothing  to  eat ;  so  1  had  bet¬ 
ter  go,  I  think,  before  I  make  a  hole  in  my  manners. — 
[Rising.]  I  wish  you,  therefore,  a  good  night. 

Gen.  Nay,  you  must  not  go  on  such  a  night  as  this. — 
Why,  captain,  you  haven’t  even  seen  my  ward  ;  she  must 
be  introduced  to  you.  [Ringing  the  bell.]  Counsellor 
Flaw,  I  must  introduce  you  to  my  sister  ;  a  shrewd  and 
sensible  woman,  1  assure  you.  [Exit  Jean ,  R.j  Now,  cap¬ 
tain,  I’ll  put  your  courage  to  the  proof:  attack  the  fortress 
with  the  fire  of  persuasion  ;  let  fly  a  volley  from  the  bat¬ 
tery  of  flattery  ;  hoist  fair  proposals  ;  and  if  the  enemy 
refuses  capitulation,  fire  the  train,  and,  d — me  !  but  the 
day’s  your  own ! 
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Re-enter'  Jkan,  l. — he  removes  the  table  with  the  wine, 

and  jrlaces  a  card-table,  ivith  cards  and  candles,  and 

four  chairs,  c. 

Oh,  here  come  the  ladies  ! 

Enter  Mrs.  Hurricane  and  Clarinda,  l. 

Clarinda,  my  dear,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  my  friends. 
Captain,  my  ward,  Clarinda !—  Miss  Audley,  Captain 
Bravely  !— Mrs.  Hurricane,  my  learned  friend,  Counsellor 
Flaw  ! — Counsellor,  my  sister,  Mrs.  Hurricane  ! 

Cla.  [Aside.]  Captain  Ardent !  —  Heavens  !  another 
disguise  !— What  can  this  mean  ? 

Cap.  A.  [ Apart  to  Clarinda .]  Yes,  my  love,  and  ready 
to  rescue  you.  [Aloud.]  General,  this  is  the  client  1  pre¬ 
fer  before  all  others  in  the  world. 

Gen.  Sister,  you  must  have  a  bed  well  aired  ;  my  gal¬ 
lant  friend  cannot  return  to  his  hotel :  on  such  a  night  as 
this  I  would  not  turn  a  dog  out. 

Cap.  A .  But  you  might  a  puppy. 

Mrs.  H.  Do  you  want  to  kill  the  gentleman,  brother? 
Why,  all  the  beds  are  occupied,  with  the  exception  of  one 
which  has  not  been  slept  in  these  two  years. 

Peter.  Pray  don’t  mind  me,  madam  ;  I  can  sleep  under 
the  counter  I  mean,  on  the  sofa,  or  any  where  you  like, 
madam. 

Gen.  Nay,  you  shall  be  accommodated  for  the  night, 
captain  ;  I  am  an  early  man,  and  must  leave  soon.  Coun¬ 
sellor,  you  will  be  good  enough  to  act  for  me  ;  Clarinda 
will  play  a  song  or  so  ;  and — and — in  the  morning,  we 
will  have  a  wedding.  [Exit,  l. 

Mrs.  H.  Come,  gentlemen,  you  will  take  tea  ? 

Peter.  I’m  bio  wed  if  I  don’t !  —  I  hope  there  will  be  a 
good  tuck-out  of  toast ;  for  I’ve  been  done  out  of  my 
dinner  ! 

Mrs.  H.  And  what  say  you  to  a  rubber  at  whist  ? 

Cap.  A.  Oh,  by  all  means  !  Will  Miss  Clarinda  allow 
me  the  honour  of  handing  her  to  the  card-table  ? 

Peter.  No,  no;  that  there  is  my  job.  Nay,  don’t  turn 
away,  miss:  didn’t  the  general  give  me  leave  to  fire  your 
train  if  I  liked  ? 

Cap.  A.  [To  Peter.]  Come,  behave  yourself — behave 
yourself! 

Peter.  Oh,  but  I  do  so  like  her  ! — She  has  such  a  shape, 
and  such  eyes  !  My  eyes  !  what  eyes  ! 
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Cap.  A.  [ To  Mrs.  Hurricane.']  Will  your  ladyship  con¬ 
descend  to  be  my  partner  ?  Short  whist,  I  presume  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Clarinda,  my  love,  do  you  take  the  captain. — 
[To  Peter.]  You  can  play  whist,  I  suppose,  sir  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  I  plays  whist;  I’m  a  capital  dab,  too — 
[Aside.]  when  I  knows  the  backs  of  the  cards.  [Aloud.] 
But  give  me  double-dummy !  I  say,  miss,  you  and  I  will 
play  double-dummy  when  we’re  married  ;  and  then,  you 
know,  if  you  lose,  I  can  stop  it  out  of  what  I  allows  you 
weekly.  [They  sit  at  the  table. 

Cap.  A.  Guinea  point — short  whist ! 

Peter.  No — silver  three-pennies  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Oh,  by  all  means  ! 

[While  they  are  in  conversation,  the  scene  closes. 

SCENE  II. — ^4  Chamber. 

Enter  General  Dorval,  l.,  in  his  night-gown  and 
slippers ,  followed  by  Perdita,  with  a  candle. 

Gen.  Dear  me  !  I  am  quite  tired  out  !  Give  me  the 
candle,  girl ;  I  will  get  a  quiet  night’s  rest,  and  be  pre¬ 
pared  for  a  busy  day  to-morrow.  Have  you  got  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  bed  aired  ? 

Per.  Yes,  sir  ;  but  I  think  the  gentleman  will  find  it 
rather  damp. 

Gen.  Nonsense,  girl !  —  He  is  a  soldier,  and  used  to 
hard  fare. 

Per.  If  he  is  a  soldier,  sir - 

Gen.  If! — Zounds!  who  gave  you  leave  to  “  if”  about 
it  ?  —  He  has  all  the  airs  of  one :  he  hurries  into  his 
tradesmen’s  books,  wears  fine  clothes,  and  never  pays  for 
them  ; — he  can  lie,  bully,  swagger  ;  talks  of  battles  as  of 
every-day  occurrences  ;  assumes  a  vulgarity  foreign  to  his 
heart,  and - In  short,  I  like  him.  Give  me  the  candle. 

Per.  [Handing  it.]  Here,  sir. 

Gen.  Don’t  forget  to  call  me  early — d’ye  hear  ?  I  have 
lots  to  do  :  there’ll  be  the  parson  to  fetch  in  the  morning  ; 
bells  to  ring  at  noon,  and  at  night.  But  what  do  you 
know  about  all  this  ?  There — good  night  ;  and  mind  you 
tell  the  captain  to  take  care  of  his  candle  ;  I  am  very  par¬ 
ticular  about  fire.  [ Exit,  r. 

Per.  Yes,  sir,  I’ll  take  care  that  he  puts  the  candle  out. 
Captain,  indeed ! — Would  any  one  but  such  an  old  fool  as 
my  master  go  to  bed,  and  leave  his  niece  up  with  such  a 

guy  of  a  captain  ?  If  I  had  such  a  beau - Oh,  lawks  ! 

here  comes  miss  1  I  must  go.  [Exit,  r. 
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SCENE  III.] 

Enter  Captain  Ardent  and  Clarinda,  l. 

Cap.  A.  [ Laughing .]  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  can’t  help  laugh¬ 
ing  :  we  have  cleaned  Mr.  Pigeonwiddy  quite  out,  and  now 
Mrs.  Hurricane,  kind  soul !  has  sent  him  off  to  bed. 

Cla.  [Laughing .]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  the  monster !  Now, 
Captain  Ardent,  I  shall  leave  the  exposition  entirely  in 
your  hands. 

Cap.  A.  I  warrant  you,  I’ll  rid  the  house  of  my  gentle¬ 
man  in  a  very  few  minutes. 

Cla.  Not  by  violence,  I  hope  ;  consider,  we  must  not  in¬ 
fringe  the  rights  of  hospitality. 

Cap.  A.  I  have  a  stratagem  by  which  to  make  him  go 
off  like  one  of  his  own  squibs.  He  a  gentleman  !  [Laugh¬ 
ing.']  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Cla.  I  would  have  you  spare  him  to-night,  Captain  Ar¬ 
dent.  By  this  time  he  must  be  nearly  asleep. 

Cap.  A.  Not  he  1  I'm  sure  he  will  get  no  sleep  this 
night.  I  have  a  plan  will  rid  us  of  him  in  the  most  orderly 
manner  possible  :  I’ll  send  John  Hopkins  to  him. 

Cla.  Hush  !  my  aunt  is  returning,  and  if  she  overhears 
us,  lud  ha’  mercy  upon  us ! 

Cap.  A.  Your  hand!  Clarinda,  I  may  now  exclaim  with 
the  poet,  “  This  is  the  night  that  either  makes  me  or  un¬ 
does  me  quite  !  ’  ’ 

[Exeunt,  Clarinda,  r.,  and  Captain  Ardent,  l. 

SCENE  III. — A  Bed-Chamber,  with  a  Shower-bath,  c.r. 

— a  bed  with  curtains,  l. — door  piece — two  chairs  and 

a  table — boot-jack  and  slippers. 

Captain  Dorval  discovered  seated,  r.,  with  two  loaded 

pistols. 

Cap .  D.  I  can  stand  it  no  longer!  But,  soft — it  must  be 
the  time  for  the  family  to  go  to  bed  ;  I  will  wait  until  they 
sink  into  their  first  repose,  and  then  creep  down  stairs  and 
scour  the  pantry.  Ha  !  somebody  coming !  I  have  se¬ 
cured  my  pistols;  and  should  it  be  you,  friend  Ardent,  I’ll 
call  you  out  on  the  spot,  and  that’s  ilat!  Yes,  yes,  ‘[ Cock¬ 
ing  his  pistols.]  if  ’ tis  you,  Mr.  Hopkins,  we  will  have  a 
duel  on  the  landing-place.  An  impudent — ungentlemanly 
— un -  [Exit,  r. 

Enter  Perdita,  with  a  candle,  l.,  followed  by  Peter 
Pigeonwiddy. 

Per.  This  is  your  apartment,  sir  ;  that  is  the  bed,  but 
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I  cannot  say  it  is  well  aired  ;  nobody  has  slept  in  it  since 
old  mistress  died,  and  that’s  a  long  while  ago. 

Peter.  [Aside.]  I  know  there  was  a  rewoke  :  what  right 
had  he  to  take  the  cards  up  again  ?  [To  Perdita.]  Oh, 
this  is  where  I  am  to  sleep,  is  it,  young  woman  ? 

Per.  Yes,  sir;  please  to  take  care  of  the  candle,  sir. — 
Master’s  very  particular ;  there’s  an  extinguisher,  sir. 

[Exit,  l. 

Peter.  I’m  sure  there  was  a  rewoke;  I  played  the  knave, 

and  he  played - They’ve  nicely  mucked  me  out !  Short 

whist  1  fifteen  pounds  1  That’s  short  whist ; — eight  the  first 
go,  and  then  seven — that’s  a  go!  [Taking  off  his  coat.  J 
How  they  laughed  when  I  pulled  out  my  sovereigns  !  [Ta¬ 
king  off  his  boots.]  That  lawyer  chap — I  don’t  half  like 
him  !  I  caught  him  squeezing  somebody’s  hand  when  he 
asked  her  to  cut.  Short  whist — fifteen  pounds  1  besides 
an  I.  O.  U.  to  the  lawyer  !  This  here  is  a  very  dismal  place ; 
but  they  can’t  rob  me — I’m  cleaned  out — short  whist ! — 
This  is  the  bed  that  the  grandmother  died  in.  [Looking  un¬ 
der  the  bed.]  There’s  nobody  there  ;  let  me  secure  the  door. 
Here’s  a  go!  there’s  no  fastening  to  it!  Well,  they  can’t 
rob  me,  however  ;  they  did  that  at  short  whist !  I’m  blowed 
if  I  catch  cold !  I’ll  just  jump  in  beneath  the  blankets ; 
I  shan’t  get  a  wink  of  sleep  to-night.  [Getting  into  bed.] 
How  precious  cold  it  strikes  !  I  think  they  have  just  laid 
the  blankets  down  to  dry.  [Captain  Ardent  groans  with¬ 
out,  I..]  Hollo!  [Groanagain.]  My  eye ! 

[He  pops  his  head  under  the  blanket. 

Enter  Captain  Ardent,  l.,  with  a  candle,  as  John  Hop¬ 
kins — his  livery  coat  half  off,  as  if  walking  in  his  sleep. 

Cap.  A.  They  shall  not  do  it !  shameless  expedient — 
disgraceful  alternative?  [Getting  near  the  bed.]  Where 
shall  I  find  that  kind — that  excellent  young  man  ? 

Peter.  [Peeping  out.]  That’s  me  he  means. 

Cap.  A.  Oh,  master  !  why  entrap  a  young  man  ?  Oh, 
missus,  why  deceive  so  sweet  a  gentleman  ? 

Peter.  [On  the  bed,  taking  hold  of  the  tail  of  Captain 
Ardent's  coat.]  It’s  all  right !  he  an’t  got  no  tail !  It’s  the 
poor  footman  walking  in  his  sleep  !  [Getting  out  of  bed.] 
I  say,  you  sir  ! 

Cap.  A.  Shame,  master!  shame  on  you,  missus!  to  in¬ 
vite  him  here  to  dine  only  to  destroy  him ! 

Peter.  By  gosh  !  he’s  letting  the  cat  out  of  the  bag !  I t’s 
me  they  have  invited. 
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Cap.  A.  Dishonourable  conduct !  Canker  broke  down — 
young  missus  ruined— old  master  ruined— I’m  ruined  ! 

Peter.  And  I’m  ruined  ! 

Cap.  A.  Gentleman  from  London  to  marry  voung  missus, 
and  so  patch  up  her  fortune  ! 

Peter.  I’m  not  such  a  Hat !  Hollo  !  you  sir  ! 

Cap.  A.  Why  deceive  so  sweet  a  gentleman  ?  Master, 
it  is  your  fault ! — No  ;  missus,  it  is  yours  ! 

Peter.  Be  quiet,  you  Johnny  Raw  !  the  family  will  hear 
you. 

Cap.  A.  Lawyer  in  the  house — to-morrow,  goods  and 
chattels  sold — no  wages — auctioneer  coming — going — 
going  gone  !  [fe7,  L. 

Peter.  Hollo!  you  sir!  stop— don’t  be  a  fool!  But, 
bless  me  !  what  have  I  heard  ?  I  thought  they  did  not 
make  me  a  captain  for  nothing.  I’ll  go  to  bed  ;  but  won’t 
I  kick  up  a  tidy  noise  in  the  morning  !  How  cold  the  wind 
is  !  [ Getting  into  the  bed,  and  drawing  the  curtains .]  I  may 
as  well  have  the  benefit  of  the  curtains.  What  a  row  I’ll 
kick  up  in  the  morning  ! 

Re-enter  Captain  Dorval,  with  pistols,  r. 

Cap.  D.  A  rascal !  to  take  advantage  of  the  absence  of 
his  friend  !  But  I’ll  have  satisfaction  ;  my  pistols  are  in 
prime  order. 

Peter.  [Aside.']  Oh!  by  gosh!  there’s  young  Norval 
from  the  grappling  hills  ! 

Cap.  B.  Curse  the  flint !  how  it  sticks. 

Peter.  Pistols!  I’m  a  dead  man! 

Cap.  D.  A  voice  !  the  curtains  of  the  bed  move  !  There 
are  thieves  in  the  house. 

Peter.  Oh,  lord  ! — I  say,  you — oh  ! 

Cap.  D.  An  excellent  opportunity  to  try  my  pistols. — 
Die,  rascal !  die  !  [He  fires  two  pistols. 

Peter.  [Jumping  from  the  bed.]  Murder !  murder ! 
murder ! 

[Captain  Dorval  seizes  him — they  struggle — at  last , 
Peter  breaks  away,  runs  into  the  shower-bath, pulls 
the  string,  which  he  takes  for  a  bell-pull ,  and  the 
water  rushes  upon  him. 

Enter  General  Dorval,  Captain  Ardent,  Mrs. 
Hurricane,  and  Clarinda,  with  lights,  l. 

Gen.  Fire  and  fury  !  what  is  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Are  we  j  obbed  ?  or  is  the  house  on  fire  ? 
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Gen.  Frank  Dorval  1  Amazement ! 

Enter  Peter  from  the  bath ,  half  drowned. 

My  son  Francis  !  Oh,  you  villain !  you  are  my  eternal 
curse  !  Has  he  dared  to  tire  on  you,  my  dear  captain  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  and  water  on  me,  too !  [ To  Captain  Ardent. 
But  give  me  your  hand — you’re  a  trump  ! 

Cap.  A.  For  what,  sir  ? 

Peter.  I  say,  you’re  a  trump.  For  what?  for  prevent¬ 
ing  my  marriage  with  a  beggar.  [To  Clarinda. ]  I  say,  miss, 
how  is  your  banker  ?  It’s  no  go  !  I  an’t  a  young  bird  to  be 
caught  with  chaff. 

Gen.  What !  do  you  refuse  an  alliance  with  my  ward  ? 

Peter.  I  wish  I  may  die  if  I  don’t ! 

Gen.  Then,  hang  me,  if  she  shan’t  marry  the  man  of  her 
choice ! 

Cla.  If  so,  Captain  Ardent,  there  is  my  hand. 

Peter.  What!  an’t  the  young  lady  ruined  ? 

Cap.  A.  Mr.  Pigeomviddy,  1  must  frankly  confess  1  used 
a  little  deception  with  you:  this  lady  is,  I  hope,  richer  and 
happier  than  ever. 

Peter.  What !  is  it  all  a  flam  ?  [. Advancing ,  c.]  Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  you  see  how  I’ve  been  used:  I’ve  lost  my 
breakfast — lost  my  dinner — lost  my  tea — lost  my  supper — 
and  now  I’m  done  out  of  my  bed  !  Is  there  any  kind  crea¬ 
ture  here  who  has  a  bed  disengaged  ?  If  not,  1  won’t  trou¬ 
ble  you,  but  must  try,  writh  your  permission,  on  some  fu¬ 
ture  occasion,  perhaps  to-morrow  night,  to  occupy  The 
Spare  Bed  ! 
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flerry  Wives  of 
Windsor 
/irginius,  Is. 
laius  Gracchus 
VI 1  in  the  Wrong 
iing  Lear 
iato 

VOL.  VII. 
way  to  pay 
Old  Debts 
deasure  for  Measure 
'he  Jealous  Wife 
’he  Tempest 
HandestioeMarriage 


48  Coriolanus 

49  Every  One  has  his 

Fault 

VOL.  VIII. 

50  The  Alcaid 

51  The  Busy  Body 

52  Tale  of  Mystery 

53  Know  your  Own 

Mind 

54  Mayor  of  Garratt 

55  A  woman  never  vext 

56  The  Maid  of  the  Mill 

VOL.  IX. 

57  Barber  of  Seville 

58  Isabella 

59  Charles  the  Second 

60  The  Fair  Penitent 

61  George  Barnweli 

62  The  Fall  of  Algiers 

63  Der  Freischutz 

VOL.  X. 

64  The  Fatal  Dowry 

65  Shepherd  of  Der¬ 

went  Vale 

66  Father  and  Son 

67  Wives  as  they  were 

68  Lofty  Projects 

69  Every  Man  in  his 
Ylumour 

70  Two  Galley  Slaves 

VOL.  XI. 

71  Brutus,  Is. 

72  Ali  Pacha 

73  Twelfth  Night 

74  Henry  the  Fifth 

75  Love  in  humble  life 

76  Child  of  Nature 

77  The  Sleep  Walker 

VOL.  XII. 

78  Orestes  in  A  rgos 

79  Hide  and  Seek 

80  Tribulation 

81  The  Rival  Valets 

82  Roses  and  Thorns 

83  Midas 

84  Rule  aW’ife  and  have 
a  Wife 

VOL.  XIII. 

85  A  Bold  Stoke  for  a 
Wife. 

86  Good-natured  Man 

87  Oberon 

88  Lord  of  the  Manor 

89  The  Honey-Moon 

90  Doctor  Bolus 

91  High  Life  below 
iAairs 


VOL.  XIV. 

92  Disagreeable  Sur¬ 
prise 

93  The  Stranger 

94  Village. Lawyer 

95  School  for  Scandal 

96  The  Spoiled  Child 

97  Animal  Magnetism 

98  Wheel  of  Fortune 

VOL.  XV. 

99  The  Critic 

100  Deaf  and  Dumb 

101  The  Castle  Spectre 

102  The  Revenge 

103  Midnight  Hour 

104  Speed  thePlough.ls 

105  Rosina 

VOL.  XVI. 

106  Monsieur  Tonson 

107  Comedy  of  Errors 

108  The  Spectre  Bride¬ 
groom 

109  A  Cure  for  the 
Heart-ache,  Is. 

110  Amateurs  &  Actors 

111  Inkle  and  Yarico 

112  Education 

VOL.  XVII. 

113  Children  in  the 
Wood 

114  Rendezvous 

115  Barbarossa 

116  Gambler’s  Fate 

117  Giovanni  in  London 

118  School  of  Reform  Is 

119  Lovers’  Vows 
VOL.  XVIII. 

120  Highland  Reel 

121  Two  Gentlemen  of 
Verona 

122  Taming  tlx  Shrew 

123  Secrets  wortv  know¬ 
ing,  is. 

124  Weathercock 

125  Somnambulist 

126  All’s  well  that  ends 
well 

VOL.  XIX. 

127  Artaxerxes 

128  The  Serf,  Is. 

129  The  Lancers 

130  Love  for  Love 

131  TheMerchant’s  Wed¬ 
ding,  Is. 

132  Race  for  a  Dinner 

133  Raising  the  Wind 
VOL.  XX. 

134  Siege  of  Belgrade 


135  Who  wants  a  Gui¬ 
nea,  Is. 

136  Poor  Soldier 

137  MidsummerNight’s 
Dream 

138  The  Way  to  get  Mar- 

139  Turnpike  Gate 

140  Paul  and  Virginia 

VOL.  XXL 

141  The  Cabinet,  Is. 

142  Youthful  Queen 

143  Green-eyed  monster 

144  Country  Girl 

145  Irish  Tutor 

146  Beaux’  Stratagem 

147  The  Will,  Is. 

VOL.  XXII. 

148  Irishman  in  London 

149  Recruiting  Officer 

150  The  Slave,  Is. 

151  The  Devil’s  Elixir 

152  “  Master’s  Rival” 

153  The  Duel 

154  William  Tell,  Is. 
VOL.  XX11I. 

155  Tom  Thumb 

156  Happiest  Day  of  my 
Life 

157  Fatality 
158lLaugh  when  you 

can.  Is. 

T59  William  Thompson 

160  Illustrious  Stranger 

161  Soldier’s  Daughter 

162  The  Waterman 

163  Town  and  Country 
VOL.  XXIV.  y 

164  No  Song  no  Supper 

165  Lock  and  Key 

166  Snakes  in  the  Grass 

167  L9ve!  Law  &  Physic 

168  Rienzi,  Is. 

169  Clari 

170  The  Brigand 

171  Riches,  Is. 

172  The  Citizen 

VOL.  XXV. 

173  Grecian  Daughter 

174  Charles  the  XII,  Is 

175  Teddy  the  Tiler 

176  Popping  the  Ques¬ 
tion  *'  -v 

177  TheMaiddf  Judah, Is 

178  X.  Y.  Z. 

179  Oroonoko 

180  Honest  Thieves 

181  The  Blind  Bov 


VOL.  XXVI. 

182  Notoriety,  Is. 

183  Matrimony 

384  A  Husband  at  Sight 

385  First  of  April 

186  John  of  Paris 

187  The  Miller  and  his 
Men,  Is. 

188  Prisoner  at  Large 

189  Timon  of  Athens 

190  Jhe  Prize 
VOL  XXVII. 

191  Henry  IV.  Part  II. 

192  Forty  Thieves 

193  My  Grandmother 

194  The  Vampire 

195  The  Farmer 

196  Ella  Rosenberg 

197  The  Two  Friends 

198  Valentine  and  Orson 

199  Folly  as  it  flies 
VOL.  XXV11I. 

200  The  Robber’s  Wife 

201  Magpie,  or  the’Maid 

202  Shakspeare’s  lEarly 
Days 

203  Point  of  Honour 

204  High  Ways  and  By 
Ways 

205  The  Ice  Witch 

206  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

207  The  Blind  Bargain 

208  Robinson  Crusoe 
VOL.  XXIX. 

209  The  Maid  of  Honor 

210  Sleeping  Draught, 

211  Timour  the  Tartar 

212  Modern  Antiques 

213  Ring  Richard  11. 

214  Mrs.  Wiggins 

215  Comfortable  Lodg¬ 
ings 

216  The  Exile,  Is. 

217  Day  after  the  Wed¬ 
ding 

218  The  Adopted  Child 

VOL.  XXX. 

219  The  Bride  of  Lud- 
gate,  is. 

220  Tekeli 

221  Old  and  Young 

222  The  Bee  Hive 

223  Hartford  Bridge 

224  Two  Strings  to  your 
Bow 

225  The  Haunted  Inn 

226  Howto growRich, Is 

227  Fortune’s  Frolic 
228-The  Haunted  Tower 

VOL.  XXXI. 

229  Killing  no  Murder 

230  Mr.  andMrs. Pringle 

231  The  Antiquary  Is. 

232  Agreeable  Surprise 

233  Son-in-Law 


234  Open  House 

235  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  by  Ad¬ 
vertisement 

237  Peeping  Tom  of  Co¬ 
ventry 

VOL.  XXXII. 
238Castle  of  Andalusials 

239  One  o’Clock ! 

240  Julian,  Is. 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainbleau 

243  Enghsn  Fleet 

244  The  Widow, 
who  wins'! 

245  The  Camp 

246  Personation 

VOL.  XXX111. 

247  Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 

249  Faustus,  Is. 


or 


[To  bt  Continued.) 


CUMBERLAND’S 


Minor  Theatre. 


VOL.  I.  to  XXXI.  may 
be  had  in  boards, 
Price  £7.  6s.  6d. 


VOL.  I. 

1  The  Pilot 

2  Heart  of  Mid-lothian 

3  Inchcape  Bell 

4  Mason  of  Buda 

5  The  Scapegrace 

6  Suil  Dliuv  the  coiner 

7  The  Earthquake 

8  “  My  Old  Woman” 

9  Massianello 

VOL.  II. 

10  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes ! !  ! 

16  Forest  Of  is 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  Beacon  " 
VOL.  III. 

19  Sylvana 

20  lorn  Bowling 

21  Innkeeper  of  Abbe¬ 
ville 

22  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  Two  Gregories 

25  Wandering  Boys 

26  Paris  and  London 

27  A  Day  after  the  Fair 
VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 

30  Joan  of  Arc 

31  The  Ruffian  Boy 

32  Fortunes  of  N  igel 

33  The  Wreck 

34  Every- body’s  Hus¬ 

band 

35  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 
VOL  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at.'  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  No  !!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thai  aba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  a  Husband 
VOL  VI. 

46  Hofer.theTellof  the 

Tyrol 

47  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  Tower  of  N  esle 


51  Sworn  at  Highg^v 

52  Mary  Glastonbur 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Farmer 

VOL.  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “The  Sea!” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenw 

58  Hut  of  the  Re" 
Mountain 

59  John  Street  Adel 


[To  be  Continued. 1 


VOL.  I.  to  VI.  may 
in  boards 
Price  .£1.  10s. 


Miss  Phillips 
Mr.  Young 
Miss  Chester 
Mr.  Macready 
Mrs.  Bunn 
Mrs.  West 
Miss  Smithson 
Mad.  Vestris 
Miks  M.  Tree 
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Mr.  Wallack 
Mr.  Kean 
Mr.  C.  Kemble 
Mr.  W.  Farren 
Miss  Vincent 
Mr.  Harley 
Mr.  Jones 
Mr.  Mathews 
Mr.  Kean,  jun 
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Mr.  "Webster 
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Miss  Foote 
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Miss  Love 
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